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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMORE 


During  November  Betsie  and  I took  a whirlwind  trip  through  California, 
The  days  and  weeks  there  sped  by  so  fast  that  it  almost  seemed  as  if  we  had 
jumped  over  a whole  month,  returning  to  New  York  to  find  ourselves  in  the 
midst  of  Christmas  preparations. 

We  met  a nur.iber  of  our  deaf-blind  friends  on  the  West  Coast,  despite 
the  fact  that  the  time  was  too  limited.  Most  of  the  hours  had  to  be  spent  in 
traveling  from  place  to  place.  California  is  so  spread  out  that  the  distances 
seem  almost  unbelievablel  For  example,  the  bridge  across  the  bay  from  San 
Francisco  to  Oakland  is  itself  eight  miles  long,  while  Los  Angeles,  five 
hundred  miles  south,  sprawls  over  so  much  territory  that  it  takes  half  a day 
to  drive  from  one  end  of  the  city  to  the  other.  The  tangled  web  of  streets 
and  ’’freeways”  there  seem  to  confuse  residents  as  well  as  visitors.  The 
people  in  ”L.A. ” must  spend  most  of  their  time  finding  the  way  back  from  some 
spot  they  had  not  intended  to  reachj 

In  planning  the  trip  in  the  first  place,  we  had  expected  to  drive  a 
short  distance  south  from  San  Francisco  to  see  Lillian  Sabinske  in  Oildale-- 
but,  no,  this  excursion  meant  an  overnight  stop  in  Bakersfield.  We  had  a 
delightful  visit  with  Lillian,  and  Betsie  enjoyed  a romp  in  her  fenced-in 
yard.  Unfortunately,  ’’Stubby,”  her  husband,  was  away  at  work  but  Lillian 
and  her  mother  welcomed  us  cordially. 

We  saw  other  friends,  too,  in  various  parts  of  the  state  and  had 
equally  pleasant  chats  with  them— Florence  Thompson,  Alice  Blais,  Harriet 
Dolcater,  Paul  Tischner,  Jackie  Coker,  and  others.  Our  only  regret  was  that 
it  was  not  possible  to  see  everybody] 
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Back  in  New  York  it  is  not  very  cold  just  now,  but  we  have  been 
shivering  and  shaking  in  contrast  to  the  spring-like  warmth  in  California. 
Certainly  there  are  fewer  hours  of  daylight  during  the  month  of  December 
than  at  any  other  time;»  and  the  weeks  ahead  look  cold  and  bleak.  Yet  spring 
is  not  necessarily  a season— it  is  an  attitude  of  mind.  It  is  in  essence  a 
spirit  within  us  and  it  can  color  the  dreariest  of  winter  days.  The  excite- 
ment and  sparkle  of  the  Christmas  season  reflect  that  quality  of  enthusiasm 
and  energy  associated  with  spring. 

In  wishing  all  of  you  a Merry  Christmas,  may  we  also  wish  that  the 
season  will  bring  to  you  the  hope  expressed  in  this  little  verse: 

”I  heard  a bird  sing 

in  the  dark  of  December, 

A magical  thing 

and  sweet  to  remember. 

•We  are  nearer  to  Spring 

than  we  were  in  September,' 

I heard  a bird  sing 

in  the  dark  of  December." 


Annette  B,  Dinsmore 


} 
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THE  LITTLEST  ANGEL-;:- 

by 

Charles  Tazewell 

ONCE  upon  a tirae--oh;  many^  many  years  ago  as  time  is  calculated  by 
men— but  which  was  only  Yesterday  in  the  Celestial  Calendar  of  Heaven— there 
was,  in  Paradise,  a most  miserable,  thoroughly  unhappy,  and  utterly  dejected 
cherub  who  was  known  throughout  Heaven  as  The  Little st  Angel, 

He  was  exactly  four  years,  six  months,  five  days,  seven  hours  and 
forty-two  minutes  of  age  v/hen  he  presented  himself  to  the  venerable  Gate- 
Keeper  and  waited  for  admittance  to  the  Glorious  Kingdom  of  God* 

Standing  defiantly,  with  his  short  brown  legs  wide  apart,  the  Lit- 
tlest  Angel  tried  to  pretend  that  he  wasn*  t at  all  impressed  by  such  Unearthly 
Splendor,  and  that  he  wasn’t  at  all  afraid.  But  his  lower  lip  trembled,  and 
a tear  disgraced  him  by  making  a new  furrow  down  his  already  tear-streaked 
face— coming  to  a precipitous  halt  at  the  very  tip  end  of  his  small  freckled 
nose* 

But  that  wasn’t  all.  1/Jhile  the  kindly  Gate-Keeper  was  entering  the 
name  in  his  great  Book,  the  Littlest  Angel,  having  left  home  as  usual  without 
a handkerchief,  endeavored  to  hide  the  tell-tale  evidence  by  snuffing.  A 
most  unangelic  sound  which  so  unnerved  the  good  Gate-Keeper  that  he  did  some- 
thing he  had  never  done  before  in  all  Eternity.  He  blotted  the  page I 

From  that  moment  on,  the  Heavenly  Peace  was  never  quite  the  same,  and 
the  Littlest  Angel  soon  became  the  despair  of  all  the  Heavenly  Host*  His  shrill, 
ear-splitting  whistle  resounded  at  all  hours  through  the  Golden  Streets. 

J 

* Reprinted  with  the  kind  permission  of  the  author. 
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It  startled  the  Patriarch  Prophets  and  distiarbed  their  meditations.  Yes,  and 
pn  top  of  that,  he  inevitably  and  vociferously  sang  off-key  at  the  singing 
practice  of  the  Heavenly  Choir,  spoiling  its  ethereal  effect. 

And,  being  so  sraall  that  it  seemed  to  take  him  just  twice  as  long  as 
anyone  else  to  get  to  nightly  prayers,  the  Littlest  Angel  always  arrived  late, 
and  always  knocked  everyone’s  wings  askew  as  he  darted  into  his  place. 

Although  these  flaws  in  behavior  might  have  been  overlooked,  the  gene- 
ral appearance  of  the  Littlest  Angel  was  even  more  disreputable  than  his  de- 
portment. It  was  first  whispered  among  the  Seraphim  and  Cherubim,  and  then 
said  aloud  among  the  Angels  and  Archangels,  that  he  didn't  even  look  like  an 
angel! 

And  they  were  all  quite  correct.  He  didn't.  His  halo  was  permanently 
tarnished  where  he  held  onto  it  with  one  hot  little  chubby  hand  when  he  ran, 
and  he  was  always  running.  Furthermore,  even  when  he  stood  very  still,  it 
never  behaved  like  a halo  should.  It  was  always  slipping  down  over  his  right 
eye. 

Or  over  his  left  eye. 

Or  else,  just  for  pure  meanness,  slipping  off  the  back  of  his  head 
and  rolling  away  down  some  Golden  Street  just  so  he'd  have  to  chase  after  it! 

Yes,  and  it  must  be  here  recorded  that  his  wings  were  neither  useful 
nor  ornamental.  All  Paradise  heldiits  breath  when  the  Littlest  Angel  perched 
himself  like  an  unhappy  fledgling  sparrow  on  the  very  edge  of  a gilded  cloud 
and  prepared  to  take  off.  He  would  teeter  this  way— and  that  way— but, 
after  much  coaxing  and  a few  false  starts,  he  would  shut  both  of  his  eyes, 
hold  his  freckled  nose,  count  up  to  three  hundred  and  three,  and  then  hurl 
himself  si  o w 1 y into  space'. 

I 

However,  owing  to  the  regrettable  fact  that  he  always  forgot  to  move 
his  wings,  the  Littlest  Angel  always  fell  head  over  halo! 
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It  was  also  reported,  and  never  denied,  that  whenever  he  was  nervous, 
which  was  most  of  the  time,  he  bit  his  wing-tipsl 

Now,  anyone  can  easily  understand  why  the  Littlest  Angel  would,  soon 
or  late,  have  to  be  disciplined.  And  so,  on  an  Eternal  Day  of  an  Eternal 
Month  in  the  Year  Eternal,  he  was  directed  to  present  his  small  self  before 
an  Angel  of  Peace. 

The  Littlest  Angel  combed  his  hair,  dusted  his  wings  and  scrambled 
into  an  almost  clean  robe,  and  then,  with  a heavy  heart,  trudged  his  way  to 
the  place  of  judgment.  He  tried  to  postpone  the  dreaded  ordeal  by  loitering 
along  the  Street  of  The  Guardian  Angels,  pausing  a few  timeless  moments  to 
minutely  pursue  the  long  list  of  new  arrivals,  although  all  Heaven  knew  he 
couldn*  t read  a word.  And  he  idled  more  than  several  immortal  moments  to  care- 
fully examine  a display  of  aureate  harps,  although  everyone  in  the  Celestial 
City  knew  he  couldn’t  tell  a crotchet  from  a semiquaver.  But  at  length  and 
at  last  he  slowly  approached  a doorway  which  was  surmounted  by  a pair  of 
golden  scales,  signifying  that  Heavenly  Justice  was  dispensed  within.  To  the 
Littlest  Angel’s  great  surprise,  he  heard  a merry  voice,  singingl 

The  Littlest  Angel  removed  his  halo  and  breathed  upon  it  heavily, 
then  polished  it  upon  his  robe,  a procedure  which  added  nothing  to  that  gar- 
ment ’ s already  untidy  appearance , and  then  tip-toed  ini 

The  Singer,  who  was  known  as  the  Understanding  Angel,  looked  down  at 
the  small  culprit,  and  the  Littlest  Angel  instantly  tried  to  make  himself  in- 
visible by  the  ingenious  process  of  withdrawing  his  head  into  the  collar  of 
his  robe,  very  much  like  a snapping  turtle. 

At  that,  the  Singer  laughed,  a jolly,  heartwarming  sound  and  said, 

”0hl  So  you’re  the  one  who’s  been  making  Heaven  so  unheavenlyl  Come  here. 
Cherub,  and  tell  me  all  about  it I”  The  Littlest  Angel  ventured  a furtive 
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look  from  beneath  his  robe. 


First  one  eye. 

And  then  the  other  eye. 

Suddenly almost  before  he  knew  it,  he  was  perched  on  the  lap  of  the 
Understanding  Angel,  and  was  explaining  how  very  difficult  it  was  for  a boy 
who  suddenly  finds  himself  transformed  into  an  angel.  Yes,  and  no  matter 
what  the  Archangsls  said,  he*d  only  swung  once.  Vjell,  twice.  Oh,  all  right, 
then,  he’d  svaing  three  times  on  the  Golden  Gates.  But  that  was  just  for  some- 
thing to  doj 

That  was  the  whole  trouble.  There  wasn’t  anything  for  a small  angel 
to  do.  And  he  was  very  homesick.  Oh,  not  that  Paradise  wasn’t  beautifull 
But  the  Earth  was  beautiful,  tool  l^iasn’t  it  created  by  God,  Himself?  Why,  » 
there  were  trees  to  climb,  and  brooks  to  fish,  and  caves  to  play  at  pirate 
chief,  the  swimming  hole,  and  sun,  and  rain,  and  dark,  and  dawn,  and  thick 
brown  dust,  so  soft  and  warm  beneath  your  feet’. 

The  Understanding  Angel  smiled,  and  in  his  eyes  was  a long  forgotten 
memory  of  another  small  boy  in  a long  ago.  Then  he  asked  the  Littlest  Angel 
what  would  make  him  most  happy  in  Paradise.  The  Cherub  thought  for  a moment 
and  whispered  in  his  ear, 

’’There’ s a box,  I left  it  under  my  bed  back  home.  If  only  I could 
have  that?” 

The  Understanding  Angel  nodded  his  head,  ’’You  shall  have  it,”  he 
promised.  And  a fleet-winged  Heavenly  messenger  was  instantly  dispatched  to 
bring  the  box  to  Paradise, 

And  then,  in  all  those  timeless  days  that  followed,  everyone  wondered 
at  the  great  change  in  the  Littlest  Angel,  for,  among  all  the  cherubs  in  God' s 
Kingdom,  he  was  the  most  happy.  His  condudt  was  above  the  slightest  reproach, 
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His  appearance  was  all  that  the  most  fastidious  could  wish  for.  And  on  ex- 
cursions to  Elysian  Fields,  it  could  be  said,  and  truly  said,  that  he  flew 
like  an  angel i 

Then  it  came  to  pass  that  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  was  to  be  born  of 
Mary,  of  Bethlehem,  of  Judea,  And  as  the  glorious  tidings  spread  through 
Paradise,  all  the  angels  rejoiced  and  their  voices  were  lifted  to  herald  the 
Miracle  of  Miracles,  the  coming  of  the  Christ  Child, 

The  Angels  and  Archangels,  the  Seraphim  and  Cherubim,  the  Gate-Keeper, 
the  Wingmaker,  yes,  and  even  the  Halosmith  put  aside  their  usual  tasks  to 
prepare  their  gifts  for  the  Blessed  Infant,  All  but  the  Littlest  Angel.  He 
sat  himself  down  on  the  top-most  step  of  the  Golden  Stairs  and  anxiously 
waited  for  inspiration. 

What  could  he  give  that  would  be  most  acceptable  to  the  Son  of  God? 

At  one  time,  he  dreamed  of  composing  a lyric  hymn  of  adoration.  But  the 
Littlest  Angel  was  woefully  wanting  in  musical  talent. 

Then  he  grew  tremendously  excited  over  writing  a prayer!  A prayer 
that  would  live  forever  in  the  hearts  of  men,  because  it  vould  be  the  first 
prayer  ever  to  be  heard  by  the  Christ  Child,  But  the  Littlest  Angel  was 
lamentably  lacking  in  literate  skill,  *'What,  oh  what,  could  a small  angel 
give  that  would  please  the  Holy  Infant?” 

The  time  of  the  Miracle  was  very  close  at  hand  when  the  Littlest 
Angel  at  last  decided  on  his  gift.  Then,  on  that  Day  of  Days,  he  proudly 
brought  it  from  its  hiding  place  behind  a cloud,  and  humbly,  with  downcast 
eyes, placed  it  before  the  Throne  of  God,  It  was  only  a small,  rough,  un- 
sightly box,  but  inside  were  all  those  wonderful  things  that  even  a Child 
of  God  would  treasure! 
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A small,  rough,  unsightly  box,  lying  among  all  those  other  glorious 
gifts  from  all  the  Angels  of  Paradisel  Gifts  of  such  rare  and  radiant  splen- 
dor and  breathless  beauty  that  Heaven  and  all  the  Universe  were  lighted  by 
the  mere  reflection  of  their  gloryJ  And  when  the  Littlest  Angel  saw  this,  he 
suddenly  knew  that  his  gift  to  God’s  Child  was  irreverent,  and  he  devoutly 
wished  he  might  reclaim  his  shabby  gift.  It  was  ugly.  It  was  worthless.  If 
only  he  could  hide  it  away  from  the  sight  of  God  before  it  was  even  noticedl 
But  it  was  too  latej  The  Hand  of  God  moved  slowly  over  all  that 
bright  array  of  shining  gifts, 

then  paused, 

then  dropped, 

then  came  to  rest 

on  the  lowly  gift  of  the  Littlest  Angeli 

The  Littlest  Angel  trembled  as  the  box  was  opened,  and  there,  before 
the  Eyes  of  God  and  all  His  Heavenly  Host,  was  what  he  offered  to  the  Christ 
Child. 

And  what  was  his  gift  to  the  Blessed  Infant?  VJell,  there  was  a 
butterfly  with  golden  wings,  captured  one  bright  summer  day  on  the  high  hills 
above  Jerusalem,  and  a sky-blue  egg  from  a bird’ s nest  in  the  olive  tree  that 
stood  to  shade  his  mother’s  kitchen  door.  Yes,  and  two  white  stones,  found 
on  a muddy  river  bank , where  he  and  his  friends  had  played  like  small  brown 
beavers,  and,  at  the  bottom  of  the  box,  a limp,  tooth-marked  leather  strap, 
once  worn  as  a collar  by  his  mongrel  dog,  who  had  died  as  he  had  lived,  in 
absolute  love  and  infinite  devotion. 

The  Littlest  Angel  wept  hot,  bitter  tears,  for  now  he  knew  that  in- 
stead of  honoring  the  Son--^  of  God,  he  had  been  most  blasphemous. 
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"Why  had  he  ever  thought  the  box  was  so  wonderful? 

V/hy  had  he  dreamed  that  such  utterly  useless  things  would  be  loved 
by  the  Blessed  Infant? 

In  frantic  terror^  he  turned  to  run  and  hide  from  the  Divine  Wrath 
of  the  Heavenly  Father,  but  he  stumbled  and  fell,  and  with  a horrified  wail 
and  clatter  of  halo,  rolled  in  a ball  of  consummate  misery  to  the  very  foot 
of  the  Heavenly  Throne I 

There  was  an  ominous  and  dreadful  silence  in  the  Celestial  City,  a 
silence  complete  and  undisturbed  save  for  the  heart-broken  sobbing  of  the 
Littlest  Angel* 

Then, suddenly , The  Voice  of  God,  like  Divine  Music,  rose  and  swelled 
through  Paradise i 

And  the  Voice  of  God  spoke,  saying,  ’’Of  all  the  gifts 
of  all  the  angels,  I find  that  this  small  box  pleases 
Me  most.  Its  contents  are  of  the  Earth  and  of  men, 
and  My  Son  is  born  to  be  King  of  both.  These  are  the 
things  My  Son,  too,  will  know  and  love  and  cherish 
and  then,  regretful,  will  leave  behind  Him  when  His 
task  is  done.  I accept  this  gift  in  the  Name  of  the 
Child,  Jesus,  born  of  Mary  this  night  in  Bethlehem.” 

There  was  a breathless  pause,  and  then  the  rough,  unsightly  box  of 
the  Littlest  Angel  began  to  glow  with  a bright,  unearthly  light,  then  the 
light  became  a lustrous  flame,  and  the  flame  became  a radiant  brilliance  that 
blinded  the  eyes  of  all  the  angelsl 

None  but  the  Littlest  Angel  saw  it  rise  from  its  place  before  the 
Throne  of  God.  And  he,  and  only  he,  watched  it  arch  the  firmament  to  stand 
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and  shed  its  clear,  white,  beckoning  light  over  a Stable  where  a Child  was 
Born, 

There  it  shone  on  that  Night  of  Miracles,  and  its  light  was  reflected 
down  the  centuries  deep  in  the  heart  of  all  mankind.  Yet,  earthly  eyes, 
blinded,  too,  by  its  splendor,  could  never  know  that  the  lowly  gift  of  the 
Little st  Angel  was  what  all  men  would  call  forever 

»THE  SHINING  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEMl” 


-if 


Editor »s  Note;  For  some  time  we  have  been  wanting  to  share  THE  LITTLEST 
ANGEL  with  you.  This  delightful  story  originated  on  radio,  was  first  pub- 
lished in  book  form  in  19146  (Children*  s Press,  Chicago)  and  is  now  in  its 
fourteenth  printing.  During  each  Christmas  season  the  story  is  read  over 
the  air  by  movie  actress  Loretta  Young  whose  charming  interpretation  reflects 
the  spirit  of  the  lines,  ’’The  Littlest  Angel”  is  fast  taking  his  place  be- 
side ’'Tiny  Tim”  and  other  traditional  Christmas  personalities,  and  we  hope 
you  will  enjoy  him  as  much  as  we  do. 
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COLLEGE  HUMDR  NO  JOKE 


by 

Richard  Kinney 

College  humor  is  like  the  hiccups;  it  can’t  be  laughed  off.  Philos- 
ophers have  philosophized  about  itj  psychoanalysts  have  psychoanalyzed  itj 
Dr.  Kinsey  may  some  day  write  a third  book.  Meanwhile,  the  timid  layman 
dare  offer  no  more  than  a brief  appreciation  of  college  humor  in  its  most 
intellectual  guise — namely,  the  pun. 

Punning  is  distinctly  a groanup  amusement.  By  this  I mean  it  is  no 
sport  for  babes  in  the  words.  Freshmen  under  200  pounds  have  been  known  to 
disappear  without  trace  following  an  initial  effort.  In  general,  punsters 
have  always  found  it  advisable  to  sit  near  the  door. 

This  ancient  prejudice  against  punning  is  easily  understood.  Since 
time  immoral,  puns  have  been  divided  into  two  classifications;  (1)  good  puns, 
and  (2)  puns  the  other  fellow  thought  of  first. 

People  who  seldom  think  at  all  call  punning  the  lowest  form  of  humor. 
This,  of  course,  is  silly.  As  one  authority  points  out,  punning  requires  the 
same  delicate  shading  of  thought,  the  same  exquisite  skill  with  words,  as 
does  writing  poetry.  Yet  if  puns  occurred  in  the  Iliad  itself,  the  prejudiced 
would  probably  term  them  the  lowest  form  of  Homer, 

Campus  puns  have  a flavor  all  their  own.  There  was,  for  example,  the 
genial  orator  who  confided  that  a certain  speech  professor  once  considered 
him  a second  Winston  Churchill,  ”At  least,  whenever  I stood  up  to  speak,  he 
always  Winst,” 

Again,  there  was  the  gay  young  gentleman  who,  called  on  the  mat  before 
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the  dean,  protested:  "But,  sir,  I thought  extracharacter  activities  were  a 
part  of  college  life." 

All  of  Tidiich  proves  that  in  some  respects  punning  is  like  a T-bone 
steaks  if  not  well  done,  it  had  better  be  rare.  In  other  x^rds,  the  dis- 
criminating punster  never  horns  in  where  the  old  bull  isn't  welcome. 

But  perhaps  you  think  puns  about  cattle  are  the  lowingest  fom  of 
humor,  so  I shall  say  no  moo. 


from  the  Mount  Union  College  "Dynamo 
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POSTMRKED  - IOWA 


My  dear  Friends: 

First  of  all,  I want  to  thank  all  of  you  who  so  kindly  sent  me  letters 
and  cards  when  I was  laid  up  with  a broken  hip.  They  were  good  medicine  and 
I was  very  grateful  for  them,  and  would  like  to  answer  them  all  personally, 
but  as  Miss  Dinsmore  has  asked  me  to  vrrite  something  for  "Tag",  and  as  so 
many  of  you  have  asked  for  the  particulars  about  my  accident,  I decided  to 
write  about  that  instead  of  repeating  it  so  many  times  in  personal  letters. 

It  was  about  five  P.M.  on  July  2h  when  I went  out  on  our  back  walk 
and  started  to  go  to  my  lawn  chair.  When  I stepped  off  the  walk,  I suddenly 
fell  on  my  side,  striking  my  hip  on  the  jagged  edge  of  the  cement.  It  all 
happened  so  quickly  that  I cannot  recall  what  caused  it  or  what  became  of  my 
cane  which  I had  in  my  hand.  I tried  to  get  up  but  couldn’t,  so  I called  my 

sister,  Neva,  who  in  turn  called  our  brother  who  lives  just  a block  from  us. 

He  came  and  picked  me  up  and  put  me  on  a chair.  They  then  carried  me  into 
the  house  and  called  the  doctor,  who  came  right  along.  We  were  pretty  sure 
that  I would  have  to  go  to  the  hospital,  so  Neva  hurried  to  get  the  potatoes 
in  that  she  had  been  digging.  A couple  of  neighbor  ladies  helped  her. 

VJhen  the  doctor  got  here  he  said,  "Hospital  and  X-ray".  So  he  gave 
me  a shot  ts  quiet  my  nerves  and  called  the  ambulance.  Well,  they  got  me 

there,  a distance  of  eight  miles  from  home.  The  X-ray  showed  that  my  hip  was 

fractured  below  the  joint,  but  they  called  it  a break  because  they  are  prac- 
tically the  same  thing  in  effect  and  treatment— and  in  the  size  of  hospital 
and  doctor  bills. 

They  put  a cast  on  each  leg,  connecting  them  at  the  ankles  with  a 
steel  brace  and  a pin  through  the  right  ankle.  The  next  morning  one  of  my 
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heels  was  psdslng  me  where  the  cast  rubbed  it,  so  Dr*  Hall  said  he  would  cut 
a piece  off  the  cast  there.  As  I could  not  get  my  hand  to  my  heel  to  show 
him  vrtiere  it  pained  me,  he  took  off  his  shoe  and  put  his  foot  on  the  bed  so 
I could  show  him  on  his  own  heel  idiere  the  place  was. 

I stayed  at  the  hospital  three  days  and  then  the  ambulance  brought 
me  home  again.  They  laid  me  on  a hospital  bod  that  some  good  friends  had 
brought  in  and  set  up  for  me,  and  my  sister-in-law  had  it  made  up  and  ready. 

I occupied  that  bed  for  three  months,  lying  flat  on  my  back  for  the  first  two 
months.  I had  to  take  sleeping  shots  every  night,  which  quieted  my  nerves, 
but  which  also  made  me  a bit  delirious  at  times,  and  I would  call  for  help  in 
my  sleep, 

Neva  and  other  relatives  took  very,  very  good  care  of  me  night  and 
day,  and  friends  brought  me  all  kinds  of  fruit,  flowers,  baking  and  chicken* 

A dear  old  uncle-in-law  sent  me  a T^diole  case  of  pop,  which  helped  me  through 
that  awful,  hot  weather  in  August  more  than  I can  say;  and  I received  about 
125  cards  and  I don’t  know  how  maiy  letters,  but  they  cane  in  showers  for  a 
time* 

It  was  a happy  day  when  the  ambulance  took  me  back  to  the  hospital  to 
have  the  cast  removed,  but  even  then  I had  a problem,  for  my  right  knee  was 
as  stiff  as  a board  and  badly  swollen  with  arthritis.  However,  with  patience 
and  perseverance  we  got  it  limbered  up.  In  September  my  sister  in  Waterloo 
celebrated  her  UOth  Wedding  Anniversary  and  was  very  anxious  that  we  should 
attend,  but  of  courte  we  had  no  thought  of  going,  until  the  evening  before 
when  a cousin  and  her  husband  came  over  and  insisted  that  we  go  with  them. 

I thought  it  was  a crazy  idea  and  said,  ”Why,  Ada,  I cannot  walk  and  I cannot 
sit  up  long  enough  to  ride  to  Waterloo*”  She  replied  that  I was  not  too  heavy, 
that  they  could  carry  me  to  the  car  and  I could  lie  down  in  the  back  seat  with 
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pillows  and  blankets.  So  we  decided  to  try  it.  They  carried  me  to  the  car 
in  a little  dining  room  chair  that  has  wheels  and,  having  done  this,  they 
put  the  chair  in  the  trunk  of  the  car.  We  got  there  okay  and  everyone  was 
so  surprised.  The  trip  did  me  no  harm. 

Now  I am  walking  with  two  canes  some  of  the  time,  and  with  Just  one 
at  other  intervals,  I get  out  in  cars,  too,  but  don’t  have  to  lie  down  in 
the  seat  anymore.  Right  after  the  accident  I thought  God  had  let  me  down  and 
I couldn’t  understand  v^y,  but  now  I find  so  much  to  thank  Him  for.  I go 
about  singing  the  doxology  in  my  heart.  Let’ s all  sing  it,  God  is  really 
good. 

Again,  many  thanks. 


As  ever> 


Myrtle  G,  Pond 
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BETS  IE  BARKS 


Hello  I How  are  you?  I'm  excited  I 

Christmas  is  coming.  The  boss  and  I just  got  back  from  a long 
trip,  and  it  was  fun,  but  I almost  forgot  to  write  an  important  letter; 

"Dear  Santa  Claus: 

I have  been  very  good  and  I hope  you  will  give 
me  some  things  for  Christmas.  I want  a ball  v:ith  a 
bell  in  it,  a crackle-bone,  and  a rubber  mouse  with 
a squeak.  I want  dog  biscuits  and  bow-wow  bonbons, 
too. 

And  Santa,  please  don't  forget  my  deaf-blind 
friends . They  would  probably  like  new  rubber  dough- 
nuts or  hot  dogs — and  fresh  hamburg,  maybe. 

Thank  you  and  good-bye, 

Betsie  Dinsmore" 


MERRY  CHRISTI'IAS  EVERYBODY 
km  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR,  TOOi 
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The  regular  braille  pocket  calendars  for  19^k  are  r.or^  available 
without  charge » Send  your  request  to  the  Department  of  Servises  for 
fcTj  Deaf  “Blind.  If  yfva've  never  usW  one>  be  sure  to  ajk  fc.r  brarile  instruc 
tionsj 


Vir 


Due  to  the  popularity  of  the  identification  button  for  deaf-blind  7!^ 
people,  Mr*  Hathaway  has  obtained  a now  supply.  These  may  be  had  for  35^ 


each  by  writing  to: 


Mr.  Harold  Hathaway 
60U  East  Market  Street 
Akron,  Ohio. 


Include  a self-addressed  stamped  envel<^e  for  each  button  ordered. 

I 

Sales  are  no  longer  limited  to  the  United  States  and  Canada. 


TOUCH— AND  GO 
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by  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind,  Inc. 
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Address  all  inquiries  to  > 
Annette  B*  Oinsmore,  Consultant 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DIMSMDRE 


Every  year  the  Light  Buoy  Club  at  the  Industrial  Home  for  the  Blind 
gives  a Halloween  party.  On  October  30^  Betty  Riley,  Betsie  and  I went 
over  to  the  club  house  in  Brooklyn  for  this  annual  event#  There  were  nine- 
teen deaf-blind  men  there  and  at  least  as  many  invited  guests,  with  almost 
enough  girls  to  ’'go  around".  It  was  a gay  time  for  everyone  with  good- 
humored  bantering  on  all  sides.  There  was  dinner  fir^st,  then  games  and  re- 
freshments later  in  the  evening.  Bright  colored  balloons  were  bouncing  all 
over  the  room  and  excitement  ran  high  during  the  various  contests. 

One  of  the  deaf-blind  men,  Ezra  Bailey,  was  the  comedian  of  the 
gathering  and  practically  stole  the  show.  He  was  especially  active  during 
the  doughnut  competition*  In  this  game,  doughnuts  are  suspended  from  the 
ceiling  on  strings  and  each  man  faces  his  partner  with  a doughnut  swinging 
between  them.  The  problem  is  to  eat  the  doughnut  before  your  partner  can, 
without  touching  it  with  your  hands.  In  his  enthusiasm,  Ezra  brushed  it 
repeatedly  across  his  partner's  face,  and  at  times  she  seemed  in  grave  dan- 
ger of  being  mistaken  for  the  doughnut  it self J Soon  her  face  and  hair  were 
white  with  powdered  sugar. 

Betsie  had  a wonderful  time  at  the  party  until  the  balloons  started 
bursting  like  firecrackers.  From  that  point  on  she  was  miserable  and  tried 
to  hide  behind  me.  Betty  Riley  said  she  ought  to  hide,  too,  because  she 
had  suddenly  forgotten  her  newly-learned  manual  alphabet.  This  didn't  spoil 
her  fun,  however,  since  she  can  print  in  the  palm  like  a veteranj  As  usual, 

I had  trouble  understanding  rapid-fire  spelling,  but  conversation  was  no  real 
problem  because  we  were  so  absorbed  in  the  games  that  no  one  wanted  to  talk 
in  any  serious  way.  Halloween  is  always  a time  for  nonsense. 
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Traditions  and  customs  often  color  our  lives  more  than  we  realize^ 
Turkey  for  dinner  on  Thanksgiving  Day  has  been  a tradition  in  America  for 
over  three  hundred  years*  Fruit  and  nuts,  cranberry  sauce,  and  pumpkin  pie 
are  all  a part  of  this  picture,  though  individual  families  have  their  own 
variations*  It  was  the  custom  in  our  home,  for  instance,  to  serve  both  pump- 
kin and  mince  pie  on  Thanksgiving  Day* 

Years  ago,  on  my  first  teaching  job  away  from  home,  I found  myself 
sitting  down  to  Thanksgiving  dinner  in  the  rather  forraal  atmosphere  of  a 
residential  school*  I was  trying  hard  to  assume  an  air  of  dignity  and  ex- 
perience. The  meal  was  excellent— tuiicey  and  all  the  proper  trimmings— 
until  the  final  course.  Ice  creami  I tried  to  eat  it,  but  to  nqr  horror  I 
burst  into  tears.  Dignity  had  vanished  and  I couldn’t  have  been  more  embar- 
rassed, Later,  one  of  the  ’’older”  teachers,  slightly  amused  but  with  genuine 
understanding,  drove  me  to  a restaurant  in  town  and  ordered  a piece  of  pump- 
kin pie  and  a piece  of  mince  pie.  Since  that  time  I have  learned  to  accept 
change  with  less  emotional  reaction,  but  I’m  sure  that  for  all  of  us  some 
hidden  threads  remain,  tying  us  to  traditibn* 


Annette  B*  Dinsmore 
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LIFE  IN  A TRAILER  CAMP 


by 

Lillian  Fisher 

Pfter  six  years  of  living  where  I could  not  cross  the  road  in 
safety,  or  even  cross  the  yard  and  go  down  the  road,  I suddenly  find  myself 
free  again.  At  our  new  home,  the  Kings  Highway  Trailer  Camp,  there  are  pave- 
ments. I can  go  out  for  walks,  go  after  groceries,  after  mail,  take  things 
to  the  dry  cleaners  or  the  laundry,  have  my  hair  done  at  the  beauty  shop!  I 
can  even  treat  my  girls  to  a swing  at  the  playground. 

But  the  first  day  here  my  courage  almost  failed.  I was  honestly 
frightened.  I stood  looking  out  of  the  window.  (I  can  see  about  thirty  or 

forty  feet  ahead  but  through  a fog.)  Very  few  cars  passed  by  and  those  that 

did  just  crawled,  obeying  the  ’’No  speeding”  sign.  In  my  mind  I went  over 
each  simple  step  of  the  trip  to  the  store,  according  to  my  husband  Tom’s  in- 
structions. My  little  girls  had  no  idea  I was  thinking  of  taking  them  out 

alone  because  I never  had— their  father  was  always  along.  Then  panic  seized 
me.  ’'I  will  wait,”  I said  to  myself,  ”and  go  shopping  when  Tom  comes  back.” 

”That's  it,”  said  Satan.  ”You  sit  right  here.  Don’t  do  it.  Let 
them  wait.  You  don’t  know  where  the  store  is  yet.  You  can  see  just  so  much, 
you  know.” 

’’Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan,”  I cried.  ”I’ve  been  depending  too  long 
on  Tommy.  I can  take  my  children  and  I will  go.” 

The  youngsters  seened  startled  when  I told  them  we  were  going  out 
and  said,  ”How  can  we.  Mommy?  Daddy’s  still  at  work.”  I laughed  with  an  out- 
ward show  of  confidence  and  answered,  ’’Come  and  see.” 
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I took  each  one  by  the  hand  and  stepped  out  the  door,  breathing  a 
little  prayer,  trying  to  ignore  my  shaking  legs.  Believe  me,  the  first  few 
steps  of  that  trip  were  the  hardest  I ever  took.  We  started  down  the  walk 
and  I gained  courage  with  every  step.  Tommy’s  directions  were  fine.  There 
were  just  two  walks  marking  the  lots  between  our  trailer  and  the  corner,  easy 
to  count. 

"Go  right  straight  across  the  street,"  Tommy  had  said.  "Go  slow. 

Then  if  a car  is  coming,  it  can  stop  or  go  around  you,  because  they're  not 
allowed  to  speed  here  in  the  trailer  camp.  But  if  you  rush  across,  you  could 
bang  right  into  the  rear  or  front  of  a car.  Even  if  it’s  standing  still,  you 
could  get  a bad  bump — so  be  sure  to  go  slow." 

I stood  at  the  comer  looking  up  and  down,  straining  to  penetrate 
the  fog,  but  all  I could  see  was  the  wheel  of  a car  just  across.  Watching 
it  a few  minutes  I realized  it  was  only  a parked  car.  Again  I prayed — again 
my  knees  shook — but  we  managed  the  crossing  safely. 

I remembered  Tommy’s  careful  directions.  "Turn  left  from  the  curb. 
There’s  a tool  shed  right  there — ^you  can  touch  it.  It’s  up  against  the 
building.  There  are  two  of  them,  with  a space  between.  The  space  between 
has  a walk  up  to  a door  where  the  storage  building  is.  The  other  shed  is  at 
the  corner  of  the  building,  and  from  there  turn  right," 

So,  slowly  I proceeded.  Yes,  I could  just  barely  see  the  sheds  with 
the  walk  up  between  them.  At  the  comer  I turned,  still  trembling  a bit. 

There  was  the  phone  booth  with  its  green  door  standing  out  like  a blob  against 
the  yellow  brick— next,  the  shiny  glass  fronts  of  the  beauty  shop,  barber  shop, 
and  finally,  the  grocery  store  with  its  open  door.  I couldn’t  miss  it.  The 
smell  of  coffee  was  unmistakable,  and  other  mixed  odors  of  foods  told  me  where 
I was.  This  first  shopping  took  me  an  hour,  but  I did  okay  and  returned  home 
feeling  freer  than  I had  in  years. 
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In  the  days  that  followed  I took  many  such  excursions  until  I became 
well  acquainted  with  the  camp.  As  neighbors  moved  in,  I made  friends  with 
them,  showing  them  how  to  write  in  my  hand. 

Tom  and  the  girls  like  it  here  as  much  as  I do.  It  seems  more  like 
home  every  day.  I think  I shall  never  be  as  frightened  again,  even  if  we 
should  move  sometime  to  another  trailer  camp. 


— oOo— 


Editor* s Motes  We  know  that  you  are  all  interested  in  reading  a description 
of  the  trailer  itself.  This  will  appear  in  a future  issue. 
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mistaken  identity 


During  the  twenty-fifth  International  Congress  of  the  PcE*N.  held 
recently  in  Dublin^  a prominent  society  leader  invited  the  well-known  English 
writer,  Alec  Waugh,  as  her  star  guest  and  introduced  him  around  at  her  party. 
To  a number  of  the  guests  he  didn’t  look  like  Mr,  Waugh.  They  challenged 
their  hostess  after  the  guest  in  question  had  left 5 it  turned  out  that  she 
was  near-sighted  and  had  invited  the  wrong  chap.  But  what  about  the  counter- 
feit Mr.  Wsugh?  He  had  fobbed  it  off  without  so  much  as  a blush,  let  alone  a 
demurrer.  All  hands  were  relieved  when  at  the  next  morning’ s business  session 
he  turned  out  to  be  an  official  member-translator— armed  with  a powerful  hear- 
ing aid.  The  night  before,  out  of  sheer  vanity,  he  hadn’t  heard  a word’. 

— from  the  New  York  Times  Book  Review 


— oOo— 


Editor’s  Note;  As  far  as  we  have  been  able  to  learn,  the  initials  P,E,N. 
stand  for  ’’International  Association  of  Poets,  Playwrights,  Editors,  Essayists 
and  Novelists,” 
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THIS  AND  THAT  FROM  TEXAS 
by 

Abbie  M*  Corruan 

Cotton  is  always  associated  with  the  Southland^  but  not  everyone 
thinks  of  the  Lone  Star  State  as  part  of  this  picture.  Texas  had  her  full 
share  of  plantations  and  at  one  time  was  quite  famous  as  a ’'cotton  state". 

While  the  cotton  plantations  still  exist  in  this  region^  they  are  not  as 
numerous  or  as  large  as  they  once  were,  though  there  are  several  which  com- 
prise hundreds  of  acres.  They  start  picking  the  fleecy  staple  in  mid-August 
when  it‘ s hot  enough  to  make  sand  lizards  hunt  the  shady  side  of  things,  but 
early  autumn  is  their  busiest  time  of  year.  In  the  old  days  no  Texas  farmer 
would  have  considered  his  farming  operations  complete  without  a "cotton  patch," 
which  the  younger  folks  of  the  farm  professed  to  hate  because  they  had  to 
"chop  it  out"  soon  as  it  was  up  to  a good  stand.  Then  they  had  to  pick  it 
out— it  was  no  fun,  they  thought,  but  the  fun  came  later  in  the  form  of  new 
shoes,  new  frocks  and  new  hats  for  the  girls;  new  suits  for  the  boys  and  some- 
times a horse,  saddle  and  bridle.  They  had  earned  all  these  things,  of  course, 
but  were  nonetheless  proud  of  them.  After  the  cotton  crop  was  gathered,  ginned 
and  sold,  everything  was  grandl  There  were  parties  and  dances  galore  all 
through  the  fall  and  winter,  to  say  nothing  of  candy-pullings,  quilting  bees, 
logrollings,  clearing  new  land  for  the  next  year.  The  neighbors  for  miles 
around  were  on  hand  early  during  these  times  and  a big  dinner  was  served  at 
noon— such  a dinner  as  only  Southern  farm  women  know  how  to  prepare. 

Of  course,  I am  speaking  of  the  smaller  farms  where  the  cotton  plant- 
ing may  run  from  ten  to  thirty-five  acres.  The  big  plantations  do  things  on  a 
much  larger  scale,  but  most  of  the  labor  is  done  by  hired  hands.  The  last  time 
I was  on  one  of  these  was  in  the  summer  of  19 Husband  and  I had  a week’s 
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ea  .foa  nza  ^carlt  ajbrfi  itejtxe  Xli^  anoXi-BdmXq  aaJ^ioo  ariJ’  oIirf)»/ 

-ino*)  doldii  XaqevBa  o’la  aoao  x^Ai  aa  a^^xal  aa  io  an<r£0£iun 

^ausi^A-bX*  ffl  eXqatB  io>oon  od^  saM)iq  ^4#  x®rfT  •ainoa  lo' abathfurri  aa  tiq 
&ud  f^T^ntdi  Ip  Mb  ypBds  »ril  4mal  abiaalX  bnas  ajtciii  oJ  fS^on®  iori  a'^Jt  nariw 
i**iinal  aaxaT  on  e’^ab  bXo  firf^  nl  •'iferiic  1;o  amb-J  baabax/tf  il^rib  ab  xi/ntfitXfB  ^Xxaa 
"^dobaq  nobboo**  a bi/cdbbv  abf>Iq»oa  anobbBqeqy  sjabarLBl  aid  baiabbanoo  qvbA  blaon 
Ob  bad  >4-jrib  oaxia^.'^d  sbxx!  ob  boase^tq  m*xr1  M lo  eiXol  'so^m/O’c  edb  riobdw 
bb  3biq  Ob  bad  xt>At  amif  .bnaba  booji  a ob  qsr  caw  bb  8»  flooa  "bifo  bb  qodo’* 
won  '^.o  foiol  orib  fib  isbaX  epieo  eaiJ.  orib  biwi  tbd;;wodb  tCurt  on  aaw  b2«^x/o 
-oRoa  bna  sicod  f?dt  lOb  abbna  won  ^alibig  srib  ebari  wsn  bos  83teo^l  won  ^cooda 
^osrtjuoD  lo  fR^xibrib  oBodb  iXsi  borrra©  bad  .oIbbTd  bno  ©Xhbao  ,©3rj;oil  « aeftbb 

baaii±3  tbetadbag  saw  qoio  flobboo  adb  lablA  ,ia®db  lo  bnoiq  aasXorfbsnoa  moW  bi/rf 
IIb  owIbi^  aaonab  bets  aobbTtBq  aioif  o'loriT  Ibnais  caw  gnbdbrxo'^o  tbioa  bns 
^asod  "io  gnbribon  icas  ob  t'isbnbw  bna  Xlal  odb  d^noirlb 

BoXba  tol  8TO(l'%b9fl  od?  .*XB0X  snirraoXo  ^a^bXX'TxgoX 

ba  bavrroa  aaw  lonfibb  a bna  e^^oibb  oaarib  ^nb'xirb  ^Xta©  bftsd  no  o'osw  bano'ta 


ia'^jjqaiq  ob  wod  woxcl  n^a^nrow  wtst  n’xnribnoC  **  lannbfc  i riona--ctoort 
bneXq  xsobboo  arib  ©“loriw  aarts^  •ralXcaa  odb  bo  gnbatesqa  ati  I tovtiwo  tO 
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a no  eryibdb  ob  tnobbabnaXq  abd  odT  ..leitoa  svbl*^i%bdb  fOb  nab  woq^  njrx  ^jam  ^ib 
awbb  baaX  sdT  •afoaarf  botbrf  xd  •nob  ab  lodaX  adb  lo  baoi^bifd  ^oXBoa  lasial  ehxm 
a a bad  I boa  oacAntAf  lo  -itofaoios  adb  nb  «aw  ««edb  lo  ano  no  esw  I 


vacation  and  spent  it  on  the  Collins  River  Bottom  Cotton  Plantation  of  several 
hundred  acres  down  in  Houston  County,  about  eighty  miles  south  of  here  and 
eleven  miles  west  of  Crockett,  on  Trinity  River,  li/e  went  to  Crockett  on  the 
bus,  then  bounced  out  to  the  plantation  on  a cotton  truck,  but  we  arrived  at 
our  destination  safely  in  time  for  a fried  chicken  dinner,  both  as  brown  as 
berries — we  were  so  tanned*  That  plantation  supported  some  twenty-eight 
families  who  worked  in  the  fields  and  various  departments.  My  nephew  was  one 
of  the  overseers,  looking  after  the  Commissary  (store)  and  keeping  the  weigh- 
ing records* 

Back  to  the  little  cotton  farmers — did  you  know  or  ever  wonder  why 
every  such  farmer  keeps  a flock  of  geese?  Well,  there  are  two  or  more  reasons, 
but  the  main  one  is  that  those  geese  are  ’’field  hands”  and  save  employing  at 
least  one  extra  hired  man.  As  soon  as  cotton  is  planted,  a flock  of  geese  are 
turned  into  the  field  and  a place  is  made  in  the  fence  where  they  can  go  in 
and  out  at  will.  Their  business  is  to  keep  down  grass  and  weeds  which  they  do 
faithfully,  but  never  bother  the  cotton.  They  go  to  ’’work”  at  sunrise,  come 
in  at  noon  for  water,  rest  in  the  shade  awhile  and  go  back  to  the  field  till 
sundown.  Then  they  come  home  to  their  shed  for  the  night.  They  don’t  require 
much  feeding,  but  are  given  some  grain  in  wintertime.  In  the  spring  when  they 
begin  to  moult — shed  their  winter  coats— they  are  penned  up  and  the  farmer’ s 
wife  proceeds  to  pluck  them,  saving  the  soft,  downy  feathers  which  go  into  the 
making  of  big  fat  beds  and  pillows.  After  the  family  has  been  supplied  with 
sufficient  beds  the  "pickings”  are  sold  at  good  prices.  So  the  geese  are  both 
useful  and  profitable.  I had  two  uncles,  both  prosperous  farmers  with  large 
families— seven  girls  and  four  boys  each— and  all  of  those  children  were  given 
big  feather  beds  and  pillows  when  they  married.  Cotton  fields  and  geese  just 
naturally  go  together— both  are  "picked”  in  season  and  both  yield  a handsome 
profit I 
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XfinomM  i-'.  nQl^p.fnttI^  froiioO  srotio^  *j«vJLj5  aatXIoO  no  ii  ^asiqt  bna  noJi^ao^r 
hna  ♦»’Xf*d  ^o  rfA^o#  3®Xi«  ^trfn.le  Jirodc  x'iSmfoC^  rto&oL^oH  at  rmob  aeios  fcoihnnd 
ao  f*)  oi  ^non;  »W  if^ininT  no  tiJ-oiooiO  lo  dti«'W  asllm  mvoXo 

bovlTi*  ow  Jtid  idovrc^  ftoJJoo  « no  iroic^ijinf  srii-  oj  ^■jto  bcoavocf  ami^ 
nwnd  ft£  (U^d  ^Tnaatt  n»:ial  Ja  boX*il  « tol  friniJ’  ni  noi-Jxini’tesb  ^mo 

9mja  boJ^qqsm  aoi&Bdaalq  ^etif  ^bonmf  oe  9*toM  ow— aebntod 
ono  B£»  y^qfirj  xH  ^sJ'fjaaJunq^b  airotativ  baa  abJail  aricf  nX  be^'xov  cdv  aolljiu&t 
^dS  bn*  (»aotz)  ip^aatmoO  'ydt  teJH*  jjnJbtooX  ^atasarxovo  adi  to 

^ / ♦«f«oo9i  inl 

Xrtif  aaJMSow  lovo  lo  woorf  i/ox  Clb— a loarut  not^oo  eX^iil  ©rid'  oi 
i,enoacai  ©itrsfR  no  rmi  »ts  awrtd  ^XX#/  Coa?*#®  to  ateslt  s 8<|©A:rf  *ii'r,!nist  sioira  xfBVB 
is  gflb^Xijwe  o’/aa  bn*  "shnBrf  bXsIt’^  r'ln  aaoo’Ji  ^orii  isrii  al  ©no  nJtxui  ©rfi  Jsid 
a*i*  ©a©e;t  siooXt  * tbe<^i*iq  at  noiio©  *s  noon  aA  .nsm  toxin  jsii^ca  ©no  iaaeX 
ft  I 0*1  n*o  saoitar  aoost  »di  ni  ar-'jn  ai  ©osXq  * biw  bXsit  adi  oini  bsxnufi 
ob  x*di  rinirtw  bn*  aasi^  nvob  oi  *1  ae/viiand  xceifF  .XXiv  ie  ii/o  bn* 

o«oo  toaixrtna  i*  ’’Jiliovr"  o+  o^  *^'fr  .no*io^  erfi  leraa  Sud  ixlXit'ltlSiB'l 

Xlii  bCoit  ©ftt  oi  3b*cf  op  bn*  ©Xirtw*  ®b«da  mlS  ni  isot  ^xpisw  xot  noon  i*  at 


y, 


axlj/pex  i*nab  yjarif  .i/igln  adi  lot  bpyfa  oi  ©taori  ©moo  x®rti  nodT  .nsobrnfa  ■ 

Xadi  fwrts  pffitqa  ©di  ol  .©niiioiniv  ni  ©«oa  norip  si*  it/d  ipnibost  donn  ; 

•3 

8 ‘xscnat  orti  bOs  qi/  to^maq  f>Xfi  x®'fii— 8i*oo  lainiw  xi«di  b»if« — iXirawi  oi  aipecf  H 
©di  odhpfi  op  doidv  ©Toriisat  «itoa  adi  pnifna  t’»rfi  donXq  oi  atoaooxq  atiw  ; 
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diiw  toiXqqim  naed  8*d  Tsiti  .ai^XIiq  ba*  atod  iat  pid  to  ; 

riiod  ox*  •aai.p  adi  o8  .aooixq  boop  i*  bios  ©xa  •’«asni*oiq**  adi  abod  inaioitlvs 
a#-!*!  diJSfcr  axoOTxat  awoxaqao'Ki  liiod  ^aaXa^o  ovi  bad  X ♦oldaiitoxq  boa  Ii/taaw  i 
nor  ip  exew  no'ibXidD  oaorii  to  XX*  ax^d  xwol  bn*  altis  ni*vaa-«-a8ii±m*t  ,,  1 

iant  oaaop  bo*  cbXoil  noiioO  •baix*x£*i  x«di  noriw  awoXXiq  i!Kis  *tod  xsdiaat  gid  1 
ejftoebiiBd  * bXaix  diod  ba*  noasoa  ci  **ba^iq’»  ox*  rtiod-^xodiosoi  i 


»'NEW  SCOTLAND" 


by 

P.  C,  Potts 

Ever  since  I stopped  editing  Touch-’and  Go  in  19 I have  missed  my 
correspondence  with  many  of  you,  and  Miss  Dinsmore  has  suggested  that  you 
might  like  to  hear  from  me  again.  She  thought  that  you  would  enjoy  some  ac- 
count of  my  recent  vacation  in  Nova  Scotia;  so  here  goes. 

On  August  1$  I met  my  daughter  and  her  husband  in  Bangor,  Maine  and 
we  drove  to  Bar  Harbor  where  we  toured  that  scenic  island  and  spent  the  evening 
with  friends.  The  next  day  we  visited  the  ghost  to^m  of  Eastport,  the  site 
of  the  ill-fated  project  of  harnessing  the  huge  tides  of  the  funnel-shaped 
Bay  of  Fundy,  crossed  the  border  at  Calais  and  spent  some  time  at  beautiful 
St.  Andrews-by-the-Sea  (New  Brunswick,  Canada).  Here  we  visited  Conley’s 
lobster  tanks  which  hold  up  to  2^0,000  pounds  of  live  lobsters.  To  insure 
freshness  sea  water  is  pumped  to  these  tanks  at  the  rate  of  1800  gallons  per 
minute.  We  spent  the  following  day  in  Fundy  National  Park,  which  is  quite 
new  but  already  boasts  a beautiful  golf  course,  bowling  green,  heated  salt 
water  pool  and  attractive  cottages.  We  were  intrigued  by  the  effects  of  the 
tremendous  tide  along  this  whole  coast.  This  rises  and  recedes  twice  during 
the  twenty-four  hours  and  at  the  narrower  points  there  is  a vertical  rise  of 
nearly  sixty  feet.  Near  the  mouths  of  rivers  you  can  see  the  water  flowing 
one  way  for  a time  and  then  in  the  opposite  direction. 

VJe  went  on  through  New  Brunswick  and  Nova  Scotia  (New  Scotland)  and 
crossed  the  Strait  of  Canso  to  Cape  Breton  Island,  which  is  still  a -piirt''of 
Nova  Scotia.  Here  we  skirted  the  northern  coast  with  its  magnificent  ocean 
and  mountain  scenery  to  Pleasant  Bay  where  we  settled  down  for  several  days. 
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X«  l>«a»i*  »^«rf  I 3nit#ibo  b®<5[qo.to  I ooatB  lavlS 

«o^  iftdi  bo, *43355^^1'  ajjf^  e'sc.jti:;r.:i:j  oa.hH  bfsa  ^iKX  lo  %:iBm  ricflif  aortQbnoqaoTtoa 
•»o«  0iaoa  bl^f0^4  L'Cx  fihij-.'if'  erfS  •nxega  Oii  wjO'tI  o>t  eallS  i^dsln 

•8©c,\j  si»tl  c«  :.iUl:^o?)8  avoil  ni  ACi:iBo«v  cfTtooent  X!»  Anjroa 

hojB  ofdtfiH  **if?3ifu3  rU  baAd^tsH  t^-'t  b:ta  *xo^rlsM&i)  '(?!  ^o/s  I 5i  xtO 

j^nlnov©  erii'  SrwqR  bn*  b:t*Xsi  Jinaoe  warfv  (Wf  0i3;1*f  *i©o'tJB^I  *»**!  ot  evotA  aw 

6.:Ma  0il>  lo  it'uoi  iaort.i  onJ  b^Jtlnir  aw  arfT  .aijinaJh:!  rifin# 

bBqjac.B'^lMntfl  od/  lo  soblJ  arfi  ^aloBeniad  lo  edt  lo 

Isjlifijaod  ;t»  iwiii  "*oa  Jn^p  iKTus  ai*IfiO  d”*  'lobiocf  erfi  tmaaoTio  to  x»3 

8 ba^Jtotv  «w  oir.'H  .(cb*ii*0  t3ioi:iK!njn3  m'A)  *o8-*«li-'^*i--aw)tbnA  »S8 

t 

oirorLt  oT  •eioitioX  evil  lo  Bix»*.oq  00C,O5S  <p:  biod  lioiffif  neiacfoX 

‘lo'i  enoXIe;(t  OOdX  lo  o&st  sdS  Si-  cHrmJ  oX  beqpuKj  el  *m^ew  eon  Bnofwfceil 

aX  rioldH  XjcnoiXsH  ctMixil  nl  x*b  gnXvoXXol  o/il  tnoqe  oiv  •o^Xai 

XXiia  bo^aed  tnoa'za  gaXXwocf  ^eozjjo-j  IXo*  JCuHJ^ueod  e nJneod  xpse^tim  Itfd  w»n 
srii  lo  aXoetle  wft  beifMlTlai  ai.^vr  eW  .<^*tXoo  ©TjtiojB*rtX*  tn«  Xooq  tio#*w 
yxlidb  eoiwX  aebeoei  fan*  e^aii  aXsfT  .iiaoo  eloiitt  eldl  gnoXa  ejoiX  sifofcnemeiX 
lo  08i:*x  i^ct^ay  e at  ©iwiX  alnJioq  lowoiian  eri^  Se  btte  e'wod  Tiiol-Y^flowi  edX 
^'xivnll  ^9  lev  ndl  eea  ocd  i»ox  a'x^'vJh:  lo  ml^nKMi  oriX  xe©«  . .4e«l  t^xta 

.aoiXsxj'iib  eXXooqqo  ertX  nX  Vi^fW  bcu  mall  e lol  ^w'eno 

bn*  (bmXloD3  w»H)  etloo8  eroH  bets  siolmiun^  veH  rigjnS’Srf^  fl»  Xnev  eW 

• ^ 

lo  e mift  Bi  fioXilw  ibaeXeX  fiojetH  .aqcD  ol  oannO  lo  erft  beato'To* 

naeoo  XneoXllitafjBM  cXt  dXXw  Sesioo  aredl^on  mif  beXiinUi  oi#  fmH  **iJtXooS  jwW 
,<ni;flJb  J>ievo«  "jol  m^>o^b  beXXXea  mr  eisedw  TfoS  Xti«a*eX*J  ol  njtelnmai  bne 


Until  a road  was  built  over  the  mountains  a few  years  ago,  this  little  com- 
munity could  be  reached  only  by  boat  or  trail,  so  it  is  relatively  unspoiled 
by  settlement.  We  enjoyed  excellent  trout  fishing  in  the  streams  and  caught 
many  perch  off  the  dock  from  which  the  swordfishing  boats  go  out.  Later  we 
went  on  around  the  island,  much  of  which  is  included  within  the  boundaries  of 
Breton  Highlands  National  Park.  We  saw  eagles,  cormorants,  deer,  foxes,  por- 
cupines and  bea-vers,  and  heard  that  the  farmers  had  had  to  give  up  raising 
sheep  because  of  marauding  bears. 

It  was  interesting  to  learn  that  Alexander  Graham  Bell  had  made  his 
home  for  many  years  and  died  near  the  toxm  of  Baddeck  not  far  frcrni  Sydney. 

After  visiting  this  industrial  city,  we  devoted  our  attention  to  historic  sites. 
One  of  these  was  the  fortress  of  Louisbourg,  the  remains  of  a walled  city  al- 
most surrounded  by  the  ocean.  This  famous  fort  was  the  keypoint  in  the  French 
and  English  wars.  It  was  captured  ty  the  En^ish,  returned  to  the  French  in 
exchange  for  concessions  in  India,  and  later  was  recaptured.  It  was  then  de- 
molished and  French  domination  of  eastern  Canada  was  ended.  We  also  visited 
Fort  Beausejour,  the  center  of  the  struggle  with  the  Acadiansj  and  Grand  Pre' 
and  the  Basin  of  Minas,  made  famous  by  Longfellow’s  poem,  ’’Evangeline’'.  Per- 
haps the  most  unique  place  was  the  restored  Port  Royal  Habitation,  a replica 
of  the  fortified  post  founded  by  Champlain  in  160$.  This  comprises  a group 
of  buildings  arranged  around  a courtyard  in  the  manner  of  I6th  Century  farms 
in  northern  France,  and  is  fortified  at  the  two  southerly  corners  by  a cannon 
platform  and  a stockade  or  palisade.  Another  point  of  interest  nearby  was 
Fort  Anne  which  changed  hands  seven  times  during  the  protracted  struggle  for 
possession  of  this  rich  land. 

Along  the  coast  we  saw  many  coves  and  river  mouths  which  were  frequent- 
ed by  pirates  and  later  by  privateers  in  the  early  days.  Near  Parrsboro  is  the 
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elfW  ftcens  wal  » anlnSiWcm  ntiS  •xovo  SXhtd  haoi  d XUfitT 
i)®XJto<iami  vXevi:rdJ0‘t  U 4i  o«  t:o  i»ocf  b*ria80't  (M  bXnos 

bOM  mrts&nn  M ai'  j^ntirfail  dwrtX  ^noXIftox^  .XnpwoXito® 

ow  wijul  .^110  09  tfeod  ^flirfaninovb  mlJ-  rioJtAif  ^2>ob  <h1X  llo  rfsmq 
lo  netfjtbfwod  odt  irXfitiv  fedbwXoai  ei  lo  rioim  baifctm  no  XfTO*r 

^dsxol  ,te«b  ^«i^d^ow'S0!5  rs,*0  w««  •rf  XmnolJr.i.  BbnaliisXH  *Ta.^«^ 

aoXa  to?  c[tf  »v±s  o^  biUi  bjui  awnul  »rit  bnd  ^w'saviif'r.-  lcu» 

,.  *ftTiMj4  snXbiw'X«3J  to  ©i}t'i!  ^®d  (|$*3rtl® 
.T  ~ 

Blri  »b*a  fe«l  XIoS  Juu1/*JD  ♦tabsiixoIA  4‘flit^  rf^uj^X  o^  aaiXno’X'^iJnX  fcsi?  XX 
*tnl  tut  Son  ±ff>N.j  ’ to  r.woX  vtiS  upon  belb  bn»  8t*ot 
aaXXe  oXiolaW  OJ  noXi£»XX«  *i«o  b©Xov»b  e^?  ,xXto  XnltJ3rb»*ii  »irfX  anlcX^xv  leXtA 
-Xd  vtio  boXXdV  « to  a*iirr/M  wit  to  ««»tXtot  eriX  tc  «a0 

erfX  nl  Xnlo<r(?»^  ^:r.w  Xtot  at/aaft  •nawoo  orii  b^^brnrcntue  Xao« 

nX  riann-Tt  ori.*  oX  baa-u/Xot  c.-teUM:i'‘  i*  boiuSqeo  ^6«#  XI  .ai»i#  deiX5jn^  fcff* 
-i>j3  r.?^rii  8dv  XI  «0W  mXi:X  fca«  ,«  ni  anoioaounoo  *iot  ogfldriMBd 

bsXiai-v  o«Xd  oM  ,t>obao  ncv  to  aoiXanXttob  doaertH  ban  fjodaiXom 

Vi'?  fcodiO  bn«  .-rtt  riXiw.  «X-«vutJ(i  orii  to  tftineo  oriX  XtoH 

-^»q  ,=‘«oXXo^«v‘^'’  8»woIXoA2titoJ  aiAMwi  obais  ^aanXM  to  oriX  ba» 

KoUq^'t  & ^noXXdXXddH  Xs'^o^  Xio*^  bi^ioXciot  edX  aw.ftoaiq  msf>im  Xao«  «rtX  aqmi 
(V»ois  « coHXtqnwa  aXif?  *^0AX  flX  fftiUtirnddD  “id  bobnt/ol  Xaon  boitiXtol  «riX  to 
amat  TwnniMt  »rtX  nX  b*«»s,Xtooo  t haa&ir.  bosw'vus  taotbiXyd  to 

no.^iR0  J»  ^ a-wintoo  AcX-w^.iXuoa  *owX  odX  X«  Mitixiol  ai  hm  nl 

»ftw  ■^dtBi>n,,.taoteXnX  to  XnXoq  icdXoaA  .pbdai^tnq  to  abaiooXa  a twa  arjotXftXq 
tot  ©XwnXa  fooXonXotq  ofIX  sjninwb  «ta^ilX  novoa  ^bnu^i  boSttAtio  riolriv  onnA  Xiot 

.b#idX  doim  aX^X  to  fioXe^oaaoq 

' ■,-  >.  ■ . ?*•■  ' 

-liwBpeil  «i»w  fislcto  wJiooa  Wit  buB  »«*oo  XW®  w*®  "*  *®"’=  *rC.t  j -f>XA 

Mii  sJt  OTO<J«TU<I  Msir  .BKub  «<*  oi  «a»»n.yl*l  t<*  ^ MitiKt  Xd  b* 


famous  "Maiden’s  Cave",  Two  centuries  ago  an  Italian  pirate,  Deno,  captured 
a British  vessel  with  a rich  cargo  and  made  everybody  aboard  walk  the  plank, 
with  the  exception  of  the  captain’s  daughter  who  was  extremely  beautiful.  A 
great  storm  then  drove  the  pirate  from  his  course  until  at  last  he  arrived 
in  the  Bay  of  Fundy  and  landed  at  Blac^  Point.  The  beach  seemed  littered 
with  Jewels  and  each  of  the  amazed  pirates  gathered  a treasure  of  amethyst. 
Their  captain,  unable  to  subdue  his  fair  captive,  placed  her  in  a cave  on 
the  shore,  threw  in  a number  of  salted  pollock  as  food,  closed  the  entrance 
with  stone  and  sailed  away.  Indians  who  passed  that  way  heard  strange  wail- 
ing cries,  and  fled.  Later,  bolder  ones  returned  to  investigate.  They  opened 
the  cave  and  found  the  skeleton  of  the  unfortunate  girl.  The  French  knew  the 
spot  as  "Pollack  Cave,"  and  it  was  claimed  that  during  certain  times  of  the 
year  the  weird  cries  of  the  imprisoned  girl  could  still  be  heard.  The  legend 
survives  to  this  day. 

The  Indian  lore  of  Nova  Scotia  is  fascinating.  The  original  inhabit- 
ants x^ere  the  peaceful  and  intelligent  Micmac  Indians.  One  of  their  tradi- 
tions is  that  five  islands  in  Minas  Basin  were  formed  from  great  pieces  of 
earth  which  their  god,  Glooscap,  threw  in  anger  at  the  beaver.  Nearby,  Upper 
and  Lower  EconoitQr  got  their  names  from  the  Indian  word  "Kenomee,"  which  means 
"a  long  point  Jutting  out  into  the  sea".  Similarly,  Stewiacke  means  "whim- 
pering as  it  goes,"  and  Antigonish— "the  place  where  branches  were  torn  off 
trees  by  bears  gathering  beechnuts".  There  are  still  some  3>000  Micmacs  living 
on  forty  small  reserves  supervised  by  the  government. 

In  many  ways  the  early  Maine  settlers  had  more  in  common  with  those 
living  in  New  Brunswick  than  with  those  in  Massachusetts,  and  the  settlers 
on  both  sides  of  the  border  refused  to  participate  in  the  War  of  1812  and 
carried  on  business  as  usual  with  each  other.  The  effects  of  the  original 
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settlement  of  the  country  by  the  French  are  quite  evident.  Although  many  of 
the  smaller  places  in  Nova  Scotia  are  predominantly  Scottish,  many  of  those 
in  New  Brunswick  and  Quebec  are  very  largely  French  and  sometimes  it  is  hard 
to  find  anyone  who  understands  English. 

I might  add  that,  by  gojjig  4 aOfl|>aratively  few  miles  from  the  Maine 
border,  one  finds  himself  in  the  midst  of  a different  country,  as  beautiful 
as  ours  and  ;iust  as  interesting.  The  people  are  friendly  and  kindly  and  very 
proud  of  their  history  and  customs.  This  visit  among  them  was  a most  enjoy- 
able experience. 


— oOo— — 


Editor *s  Notei  For  the  benefit  of  our  new  readers.  Dr.  Potts  is  a Consultant 
in  Education  on  the  staff  of  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind  and  was 
editor  of  ’’Tag"  from  19U7-1951. 
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A IHRACLE  OF  MODERN  SURGERY 


(Reprinted  from  Time  Magazine* ) 

September  28,  1953 

In  a New  Orleans  hospital  last  week,  Ashton  Mouton  and  his  wife,  Rosa, 
looked  down  on  one  of  the  most  satisfying  sights  in  their  lives:  their  twin 
daughters,  two  months  old,  asleep  for  the  first  time  in  separate  cribs.  Until 
last  week,  Carolyn  Anne  and  Catherine  Anne  had  been  pygopagus  twins,  joined 
at  the  lower  ends  of  their  spines. 

Two  days  after  their  birth  in  Lafayette,  La*  (pop.  33#5iil)^  where 
Ashton  Mouton  is  mayor,  the  twins  were  taken  to  New  Orleans*  Ochsner  Founda- 
tion Hospital*  There,  for  weeks,  a team  of  doctors  poked,  prodded  and  X-rayed 
to  map  the  exact  extent  of  the  girls'  connection. 

In  their  reactions,  the  children  were  bright  and  alert,  and  they  had 
separate  nervous  systems.  Their  circulatory  systems  also  seemed  separate... 

Nowhere  in  medical  history  could  the  Ochsner  staff  find  a record  of 
successful  separation  of  pygopagus  Siamese  twins.  Yet  Carolyn  Anne  and  Cath- 
erine Anne  were  thriving  (by  last  week  they  jointly  weighed  lU  lbs.  8 oz. ). 

The  doctors  told  Mayor  and  Mrs.  Mouton  that  there  was  a good  chance  both 
would  survive  surgery.  The  Moutons  agreed  to  the  attempt... 

One  morning  last  week,  they  were  wheeled  into  the  operating  room. 

A team  of  fifteen  doctors  worked  for  2^  hours  to  complete  the  delicate  job. 

Near  by,  the  parents  waited.  Everything  went  according  to  plan...  "The  out- 
look," said  Hospital  Superintendent  Dr.  Lester  L.  Weismiller,  "is  very  good... 
Every  passing  hour  increases  their  chances  for  survival."... 

"We're  hoping  to  have  the  girls  home  by  Christmas  time,"  said  Rosa 
Mouton.  "God,"  said  Ashton  Mouton,  "was  most  generous." 

— oOo— 

■»K3ourtesy  TIME;  copyright  Time  Inc.  1953* 
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BETS IE  BARKS 


Hello,  how  are  you?  I am  fine. 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  a '’degree*'?  Ify  boss  says  I have  one.  She 
never  said  this  before  and  I'm  sure  she  never  even  thought  about  it,  but 
last  week  a taxicab  driver  asked  her  if  I was  one  of  those  dogs  with  a 
college  education.  She  said  of  course  I was  and  therefore  I must  have  this 
degree  thing — S.E.D.  from  the  Seeing  Eye  Dog  School. 

That  is  how  the  trouble  all  began.  The  next  day  the  boss  started 
talking  French  to  me.  Just  because  I sat  down  when  she  said,  "Asseyez-vous, 
when  I knew  I should  sit  down  anyway,  she  now  tries  all  sorts  of  queer 
words  on  me.  Sometimes  I know  what  she  means  from  her  tone  of  voice,  but 

it  is  a great  strain  to  live  up  to  that  degree  business.  I do  hope  she'll 

forget  about  it  soon. 

I remember  the  Seeing  Eye  and  I don't  think  they  care  about  degrees. 

I had  a good  time  there  and  Uncle  Willi  liked  me.  He  never  talked  French 

to  me  and  he  was  a Very  Important  Person.  My  boss  tells  me  that  he  is 

going  to  retire.  This  means  he  can  sleep  all  day  or  play,  if  he  wants  to, 

I would  like  that. 

They  are  giving  a big  party  for  Uncle  Willi  and  they  asked  me  and  my 
boss  to  come.  But  we  can't  go  I The  boss  says  we  will  be  far  away  and  I 
am  sorry.  I like  parties,  don't  you? 

Good-bye  and  thank  you  (merci) . 


Betsie  Dinsmore,  S.E.D. 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


News  Cleaned  Here  and  There 

Lillian  Sabinske 

Earl  Warren,  Governor  of  California,  was  chosen  last  month  as  the 
new  Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  to  replace  Fred  Vinson  who  died 
September  8 of  a heart  attack.  Lt.  Governor  Knight  becomes  California’ a 
Governor.  Justice  Warren  is  a native  son  of  Kern  County  and  Bakersfield 
is  proud  of  him.  Another  step  up  for., Warren. 


One  of  the  worst  crimes  in  United  States  history  was  solved  a few 
weeks  ago  when  Carl  Austin  Hall,  3il,  and  Bonnie  Brown  Heady,  I4I,  confessed 
to  the  kidnap-murder  of  six-year-old  Bobby  Greenlease  of  Kansas  City, 
Missouri.  The  youngster,  who  was  the  son  of  General  Motors  distributor 
Robert  C.  Greenlease,  was  kidnapped  from  the  Notre  Dame  de  Scion  school  in 
September  by  a woman  claiming  to  be  the  boy’s  aunt.  When  the  delivery  of 
$600,000  in  ransom— the  largest  ever  paid  in  this  country— failed  to  return 
the  boy  to  his  anxious  parents,  police  and  F.B.I.  launched  a nationwide 
hunt  for  the  kidnappers.  The  trail  ended  in  St.  Louis,  whore  Hall  and  his 
accomplice-girl  friend,  Mrs.  Heady,  were  caught  with  part  of  the  ransom 
money  still  in  their  possession.  Six  days  after  their  arrest,  they  disclosed 
the  grisly  details  of  the  whole  horrifying  crime.  The  body  of  the  little 
boy  was  found  buried  under  four  feet  of  dirt  and  quicklime  in  the  back  yard 
of  a bungalow  in  St.  Joseph,  Missouri.  He  had  been  brutally  beaten  and  shot 
once  through  the  head  from  behind.  The  murderer  confessed  that  the  grave 
had  been  dug  and  the  quicklime  bought  before  the  boy  was  kidnapped.  He  also 
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admitted  having  killed  the  child  before  sending  the  ransom  note  to  the  parents. 
Hall,  a thief,  an  alcoholic  and  a morphine  addict,  was  paroled  last  April  from 
the  Missouri  penitentiary  after  serving  only  fourteen  months  of  a five-year 
term  for  robbery.  It  is  expected  that  both  kidnappers  will  receive  the  death 
penalty. 


Local  But  Light: 

A big  parade  in  Bakersfield  officially  opened  our  county  fair  recent- 
ly. A long  string  of  late  ’53  and  early  model  cars  were  passing  by, 
sleek,  swank  and  shiny,  when  out  of  a side  alley  came  at  the  high  speed  of 
some  fifteen  miles  an  hour  a ’’brand  new”  1903  model  horseless  carriage.  The 
occupants  were  dressed  in  the  latest  1903  motoring  styles~long  white  dusters, 
big  goggles,  the  lady  wearing  a huge  brimmed  hat  tied  with  a veil,  the  man, 
a long  visored  cap.  The  car  was  whizzing  past  its  great-great-grandkids  when 
an  unsympathetic  traffic  cop  stopped  the  horseless  buggy  and  gave  the  driver 
a ticket  for  speeding  and  reckless  driving.  As  the  sprightly  old  car  took 
off  again  rattling  merrily,  an  elderly  gentleman, standing  by  hollered  glee- 
fully, ’’Twenty-three  skidoo,  kids,  give  ’er  the  juice.”  The  new  cars  sulked 
in  slow  motion  during  the  rest  of  the  parade  and  that  gay  old  jalopy's  jaunty 
driver  got  no  less  than  fifteen  tickets  for  racing  at  fifteen  miles  per. 


The  Yanks  did  it  again.  They  won  their  fifth  straight  V/orld  Series- 
a record-breaking  event  in  baseball.  The  New  York  Yankees  took  four  games  to 
Brooklyn’s  two,  but  the  Dodgers  still  hope  to  make  a comeback  next  year. 

On  the  night  of  September  2h,  Rocky  Marciano  successfTilly  defended 
hie  world  heavyweight  title  when  he  scored  a technical  knockout  over  the 
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challenger,  Roland  LaStarza,  in  the  eleventh  round.  For  winning  his  forty- 
fifth  professional  bout,  his  fortieth  by  a knockout,  Marciano  collected 
$187>000,  The  fight  was  held  at  the  Polo  Grounds,  home  of  the  New  York 
Giants, 


On  September  28,  Governor  Dan  McCarty  of  Florida  died  at  the  age  of 
forty-one.  He  was  one  of  the  most  popular  men  ever  to  hold  the  office  of 
governor  in  that  state. 

Late  in  September,  a twin-engine  C-U6  plane  crashed  and  burned  near 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  killing  twenty-two  passengers  and  critically  injuring 
a number  of  others.  The  passengers  were  all  military  personnel,  many  of  them 
Korean  VJar  veterans.  The  plane  was  ferrying  the  men  from  Camp  Kilmer,  New 
Jersey,  to  Fort  Knox,  Kentucky.  The  pilot  and  co-pilot  were  listed  among 
the  dead,  and  the  third  member  of  the  crew  died  later  of  injuries.  Cause 
of  the  crash  was  given  as  jamming  of  the  elevator  controls. 


Some  folks  from  Dallas,  Texas,  who  are  travelling  through  the  South, 
are  offering  a reward  of  twenty- five  hundred  dollars  for  the  return  of  a 
small  pickle  bottle  which  they  lost.  The  contents  of  said  bottle  was  their 
vacation  money— an  even  ten  thousand  dollars  in  one  thousand  dollar  bills, 
(Brother! ll  think  of  pickles  like  THAT.) 


Near  Centreville,  Maryland,  James  Simpler  got  a big  start  toward  a 
pig  farm  recently,  when  one  of  his  sows  presented  him  with  twenty-two  piglets. 
It  is  believed  to  be  a record  in  those  parts,  (That*  s what  I call  going 
whole  hog! ) 
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It  was  a historic  meeting  that  took  place  recently  in  Richmond, 
Virginia.  Two  trucks  collided  on  a downtown  street,  and  in  making  their 
report  of  the  collision,  police  listed  the  drivers  of  the  trucks  as  George 
Washington  and  Benjamin  Franklin.  (Did  they  have  trucks  in  those  days?) 


You  know  the  tradition  that  the  captain  goes  down  with  his  ship. 
VJell,  in  Boston  there's  an  elevator  operator  who  held  to  the  same  principle 
recently  in  regard  to  her  elevator.  On  September  25  when  fire  broke  out  in 
the  building  where  she  worked,  Mrs.  Mildred  Brown,  age  35  and  the  mother  of 
three  children,  stayed  on  the  job.  She  made  an  even  dozen  trips  to  the 
eleventh  floor  to  rescue  persons  who  were  stranded  there,  carrying  them 
down  to  the  street  level  in  safety.  Her  only  injury  was  a slight  case  of 
smoke  inhalation. 
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ENJOYEIG  POOR  HEALTH 


I know  a certain  woman  whose  topic  of  conversation 
Is  telling  her  friends  and  nei^bors  about  her  operation. 

She  has  trouble  with  her  stomach  and  lumbago  in  her  back^ 

Yet  she  eats  more  at  one  sitting  than  a Northwoods  lumberjack. 

She  follows  all  the  health  hints  in  her  old  home-doctor  books, 

And  always  gets  insulted  if  you  say  how  well  she  locks. 

Each  time  you  chance  to  meet  her  she  is  suffering  from  new  ills, 

Her  hope  chest  is  a little  box  of  sugar-coated  pills. 

She  visits  every  doctor,  chiropractor,  osteopath. 

And  each  time  they  say  she’s  healthy  she's  overcome  with  wrath. 

Such  vei’dicts  quite  unnerve  her,  leave  her  trembling,  weak  and  pale. 
But  she' s never  lost  a battle  at  a bargain  basement  sale. 

Since  she  moved  into  our  section  the  corner  druggist  said 
The  figures  in  his  ledger  are  now  black  instead  of  red. 

In  spite  of  premonitions  that  she' s Just  about  to  die. 

I’ll  wager  she'll  live  longer  yet  than  either  you  or  I. 

— S.  C.  Simonton 


- 1 - 


rt.  yi 


» I r 


''■  T'l'  '.  ■‘"'  ’ '■ . f /■  '' ' " "Vj^ 


(?■  ■ ■:'  'i  ;'ri 

W 


■-.‘Ki 


f 


.1: 


HTdASH  fiom  r>mzixm 


fV 


"^• 


/■’ :; 


I', 


'VJi 


'•4'"  ' 


nojtiiin(»r<«Dd  to  olqot  ettodu  oMom  hI^Hbh  m wonif  I 


^noJt^Aioqfo  t»d  Js>odA  b(i«  ttbo^Jhrt  natlX*#  sX 


«i9*<t  led  lU  ogsiJiniX  txa  dsMiole  lerf  dtbt  eldeoiX  ud  sdS 


nb'XntAfrokl  M ntiiS  piXiStu  «ifio  &a  Btom  cIm  iv>T 


^tiood  tQtBcib**%md  bio  *t«d  al  sJttlxt  fiiXaocK  odi  IJtji  istroXIol  o(iS 

/ ^ 

ea)fc»oi  od«  How  vosi  ttox,  tl  be^IxianJ;  fl4»9  »^I«  bn^ 


^^1 


t.<  > . 


teXli  van  amt  joiiatttfB  td  mIb  ‘OkI  iftani  o4  «o0«il9  mail  rfdaS 


i”! 


eftillq  i>olaoo»'iUst*«  to  jcod  a oI  4twMo  «qari  *x»H 


«.,  ■■ 
< ■: 


«dl:>qoo^o  j'loJtvfi’iqoiiilo  ^.toc^^Olb  aiiaiv  oifiS 

•d^artA  dtJtv  Boofncfvo  v^lAorl  rfoAO  bnA 


5* 


'il." 


lOlAq  bfl»  )lA6if  ijaJtXdiiB'ii  'XAri  evA»X  wrtamw  •3’ojtb?iot'  fCasfQ 


13” 

1“ 


fXti! 


•«£A8  ifittOMAd  /lt»X*lM(i  A -fa  BliSMd  A im)!  lUrVCMt  8 *BdA  JhaS, 

; • . 


*: . 


blAA  iNiigsinb  i»frtco  t4^  fiOl-h&si  itMO  a^nti  Ijovow  »/*»  oaaJtg 


. - ir" 
A ' ‘ V 

d. 


*4  ' 


ebAT  to  bAeiaiti  ifoAld  woa  axb  ‘x«3lb«X  «iri^ aiIT  ^ ^ 


‘4li 


^BJtb  iiiodA^chiift  »*w(«  ^Arfl  «/w>WJtn<MaA^  to  Ajflqa  «1 

?>•  . ^'''  fii 


I TO  »cfx  Tori^Jte  ftArfi  toji^oI  ofU  XX*«ti[A  To^pa 


iio^nonljSi  #9  >»•* 


» I'-'-  ';•• 


■^'  ■' ;y;' - , ' ■ . ’\i 


MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMDRE 


”The  grApevino”  has  almost  become  an  American  institution,  typical  of 
all  phases  of  our  life  and  all  parts  of  our  society*  According  to  the  dic- 
tionary, the  grapevine  is  an  underground  exchange  of  unconfirmed  information, 
rumor,  gossip..  William  Simms  describes  a grapevine  in  terms  which  clearly 
illustrate  the  kind  of  rumor,  news,  or  gossip  conveyed  by  this  means*  He 
says,  ”•*•  springing  and  clinging  from  tree  to  tree— now  darting  upward,  now 
down  again,  with  a twist  and  a twirl  that  are  strange  to  see*.."  The  grape- 
vine reveals  some  gossip  that  is  true,  some  false,  some  that  is  kind,  some 

> . . 

. 1 J.  « I ; ; 

vicious.  Inevitably  the  information  is  "twisted  and  twirled"  a bit,  but  the 
important  thing  to  keep  in  mind  is  that  it  is  gossip  gleaned  from  this  source. 
In  other  words,  we  can  listen  to  the  grapevine,  enjoy  it  for  what  it  is  worth, 
and  at  the  same  time  take  what  it  tells  us  with  a grain  of  salt*  Someone 
else  said,  rather  aptly,  "Gossip  is  a way  of  saying  nothing  in  a way  that 

■ > •' 

leaves  nothing  to  be  said*" 

Grapevines  operate  through  organizations,  institutions,  schools,  churches, 
offices,  agencies,  and  social  groups  of  all  kinds.  Nevertheless,  it  is  always 
surprising  to  hear  something  via  the  grapevine^  especially  if  the  bit  of  news 
is  already' known  to  you  as  a confidential  morsel*  Often,  of  course,  the  in- 
formation is  almost  unrecognizable,  hardly  related  to  its  original  form. 

Some  years  ago,  in  one  of  the  state  schools  for  the  deaf,  the  supervising 
teacher  was  considerably  overweight  with  several  double  chins  to  her  credit* 
During  an  epidemic  of  mumps  among  the  children  someone  started  the  rumor  that 

f 

this  head  teacher  was  cc^ng  down  with  the  disease*  Her  "swollen  glands" 
were  nothing  new,  but  the  entire  school  became  convinced  that  she  had  the 
mumps  and  she  was  painfully  humiliated* 
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Reowitly,  when  a tall,  extremely  good-looking  man  joined  the  staff  of 
an  organization,  someone  spread  the  word  around  that  he  was  the  proud  father 
of  twelve  children.  This  was  supposed  to  protect  him  from  enterprising  fe- 
males on  the  staff  and  it  may  have  been  effective.  Actually  he  was  an  eligible 
bachelor,  but  it  took  months  to  dispel  the  yarn. 

One  of  the  most  startling  contributions  of  the  grapevine  was  the  story 
of  the  "Seeing  Eye  Cats."  This  was  told  in  fun  and  spread  like  wildfire  un- 
til one  agency  alone  had  to  answer  hundreds  of  letters  refuting  it.  The 
"Seeing  Eye  Cat"  was  supposedly  trained  to  guide  the  blind.  The  master  held 
the  cat’s  tail  instead  of  a harness,  and  the  tail  had  to  be  starched  to  make 
it  stiff  enough  for  a handle.  Then  there  had  to  be  a waterproof  protection 
over  the  tail  to  keep  it  from  losing  its  stiffness  during  a rainstorm.  It  is 
hard  to  see  how  anyone  could  take  this  seriously,  but  even  now  there  is  an 
occasional  inquiry. 

Although  there  is  undoubtedly  a grapevine  among  deaf-blind  "letter  pals," 
the  preponderance  of  news  which  reaches  us  here  at  the  Foundation  is  not  of 
this  calibre.  Vie  do  receive  a great  deal  of  information  from  all  parts  of 
the  country,  but  it  seldom  resembles  gossip  of  the  kind  attributed  to  a grape- 
vine. The  letters  reflect  genuine  interest  and  concern  for  the  welfare  of 
others.  It  is  always  astonishing  to  hear  the  same  bit  of  news  about  one  per- 
son from  a dozen  different  correspondents  simultaneously.  At  times  when  all 
rally  to  the  cause  of  one  deaf-blind  friend,  the  letters  almost  overwhelm  us. 
However,  the  facts  remain  consistent  and  there  seems  to  be  no  distortion. 

Even  when  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  do  much  to  solve  a given  problem,  there 
has  been  understanding  generally,  without  resentment.  Here  is  a unity  of  in- 
terest and  purpose  that  is  good-interest  which  spans  distance  and  other  bar- 
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HALLOWEEN 


by 

Robert  Meyer,  Jr. 

Halloween  pranks,  which  once  were  an  integral  part  of  the  American  way 
of  life,  seem  to  be  going  the  way  of  the  April  Fool  jokes  that  are  not  as 
popular  nor  as  plentiful  as  they  once  were.  The  minor  vandalism  of  such 
pranks  has  been  solved  by  community  Halloween  Festivals.  One  of  the  most  iirqj- 
ressive  of  the  lot  has  been  taking  place  in  Anaheim,  California,  on  October  30 
or  31  every  year  since  1923.  There  kids  and  grown-ups  alike  lose  themselves 
in  masquerades,  and  everybody' s energy  is  guided  into  non-destmctive  channels 
such  as  parades,  games,  and  contests.  The  all-day  program  begins  with  a 
hearty  breakfast  in  City  Park,  when  as  many  as  fifteen  hundred  impersonators 
of  clowns,  cowboys,  Indians,  and  tramps  eat  six  hundred  pounds  of  sausage, 
two  hundred  dozen  eggs,  one  hundred  dozen  rolls,  fifty  pounds  of  jelly,  and 
gallons  of  coffee.  Prizes  are  awarded  for  the  best  costumes,  and  after  that 
there  are  a children's  parade,  kangaroo  court,  horse  show,  baseball  games,  an 
ancient  car  race,  and  an  art  display  painted  on  windows  by  small  fry  with  ma- 
terials supplied  by  civic  clubs.  At  night  a parade  of  about  forty  floats  and 
twenty  bands  takes  place,  and  by  the  time  it  is  over  adults  and  youngsters 
invariably  are  much  too  tired  to  kick  over  a garbage  can.  Attendance  averages 
seventy-five  thousand. 

~ from  "Festivals  U.S. A. "published  by 
Ives  Washburn,  Inc.,  New  York; 
copyright  1950  by  Robert  Meyer,  Jr. 

Editor's  Note;  "Festivals  U.S.A*"  is  a book  containing  perhaps  the  most 
authentic  descriptions  of  some  1,200  festivals  that  take  place  annually  all 
over  the  country.  We  feel  that  it  will  be  of  interest  to  use  some  of  this 
material  from  time  to  time. 


- 5 - 


•1^  t*t*X*M  Jwfoji  . 

X«v  fxMJtiMdl  tdi  \o  lan^^l  om  rtev  eono  daJLftv  ^Aioji'iq  iHbAVoXIitH 

«fi  ion  »1A  iwli  sniiot  odi  to  xM^  drfi  IVttog  ®d  ^o 

doi/t  to  amllBbnBV  lonis  o<iT  oono  x^/ii  ■«  hfXl&nmXq  as  noa  'lAljxpq 

-<|ol  isoa  adi  to  anO  .iXaTriiaet  imawaXIafi  ^ bavXoa  aoad  aarf  eina^ 

- 4 

Ot  ladoioO  no  ^aimotiXaO  tflLcariaoi  ni  ooalq  yihfAi  neaU  aadniol  odi  to  airiaaai 
aovXoaMdi  aaoi  aiiiXa  aq»wiw»  boa  ablji  ®wlT  .CS’eX  aoola  xw»  £C  to 
alaivado  arliotfriaob-non  oiiil  bofcijva  ai  x<rx«uia  a'^bod^ra^o  ta*baTaopo*«  nl 
M dtJtv  tnlgad  as'xgo'tq  xa^»~XXt  miT  .aiaoinoD  ima  ^eMRas  ,8abrxaq  aa  rfsiw 
anoianoora^  beHwial  naoilit  aa  xn««  •*  nl  iaataUo^ 

(Osaanaa  to  ahano<f  ba'xbfUPd  xta  ^aa  aqw^jni  bna  ^Analbnl  ^axodiioo  ^anooXo  to 
toa  iXXXa^  ^ abnuoq  x^Xt  talicn  noaob  brifaniffl  «fio  «8i^e  naaofc  betJannrf  owf 
iarti  *iaita  boa  taaot'Jaoo  iaiixf  adi  lot  bebiavs  oia  seairrt  «aattoo  to  cnoXXisI 
na  XIadaaad  tworia  aatod  ^ixuoo  ootasrsesi  ,©oaxaq  a'na^Xirfo  a a^  aiad^ 

-an  rilJtw  T*t  Xlaiaa  xd  awolsata  no  bainlaq  xaiqalb  i^a  oa  bna  <a8ai  lao  inaiona 
Uia  aiaon  x^'sot  inoda  to  ahaiaq  a irigin  iA  •a<&Xo  oivlo  ^ balXqqim^alaxiai 

i 

a^xaiiigniftix  bna  aiXnba  xaro  al  St  o«i^  edi  bna  ,^oaXq  aajiai^  abnad  ySmwS 
aa|^*i8va  aoncbnaliiA-  .nao  agaiiag  a lavo  stolid  oi  baTl^  ooi'  dat/n  oTa  xXdalravfll 

. .bnaos/udi  a7it-X'l^W''^ 

X<f  bade iXdnq*** A #8,U  aXavliaai;"  wont  — ^ ^ : 

{:4'foT  wsVi  t.onl  tfroiddaai^  aavl  ' v 

tXer^n  Sx»doA  xd  O^X  itfginxqoo 

■ *5  ijf 

iaon  ojfii  aqadrtaq  ^nJlnlaltioo  dood  a al  ***A«2^U  alovlisaT*  ;pioH  a^Toiltlp 

XXa  xXXaiawa  eoaXq  aaial  iaxli  aXarllaet  OOStI  sffloa  to  awlJ<jiToaab  oXi»®dina 

airii  to  atjoa  a»»  oi  iaaTaini  to  ad  XXlw  il  iadi  Xaat  ad  -xtianoo  adi  law 

**■  • ■ 

»a«li  oi  anli  moit  Xairoiaa 


STANDARDIZE  THE  DEAF-BLIND  MNUAL  ALPHABET 


by 

Alex  Dale 

It  is  wonderful  how  the  deaf-blind  can  talk  and  understand  one  another 
by  means  of  the  manual  alphabet.  VJe  are  not  isolated  if  our  family  and 
friends  can  talk  to  us  easily.  For  example,  my  wife,  who  is  deaf,  reads  the 
daily  papers  to  me  every  night.  She  spells  on  my  hand  at  a great  speed,  so 
that  I am  about  as  well  informed  on  current  events  as  the  average  sighted 
person* 

In  Great  Britain  the  deaf-blind  system  of  talking  is  pretty  well  stand- 
ardized already.  I can  travel  any  place  in  this  country,  and  if  I meet  a 
deaf-blind  person,  we  can  have  conversation.  Also,  any  sighted  deaf  person 
can  talk  to  us  in  the  same  language,  I have  never  visited  America  so  I don't 
know  what  system  is  used  in  the  United  States  by  the  deaf-blind  and  the  see- 
ing deaf,  but  it  would  be  a wonderful  achievement  if  both  countries,  and  all 
the  English-speaking  deaf,  were  to  use  one  and  the  same  standardized  manual. 
This  should  be  done  just  as  braille  is  now  standardized  using  grade  two  all 
over  the  English-speaking  world,  I think  this  is  one  of  the  greatest  ac- 
complishments of  the  century  for  blind  people. 

Viell,  the  method  we  use  in  Britain  is  the  two-hand  manual  alphabet, 

When  a sighted  deaf  person  speaks  to  another,  he  uses  his  own  two  hands  to 
form  the  letters.  But  when  he  speaks  to  a deaf-blind  friend,  he  uses  one  of 
his  hands  and  one  of  the  deaf-blind  person's  hands  to  form  the  same  letters, 
Fdr  example— in  the  first  instance,  to  make  '’A"  he  touches  the  tip  of  his 
own  left  thumb  with  the  tip  of  his  right  index  f ingerj  while  in  the  second 
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instance^  he  touches  the  tip  of  the  deaf-blind  person *s  thumb  with  his  index 
finger*  It‘s  very  simple,  touching  the  thumb  for  the  letter  ”A*’,  the  next 
finger  for  “E”,  the  next  for  ”1”,  the  next,  ”0”,  and  the  small  finger,  ’’U". 
This  is  the  system  we  all  use  and  it  is  much  faster  than  printing  block 
letters  in  the  hand* 

There  are  some  anart-alecks,  however,  who  try  to  take  short  cuts  and 
invent  signs  and  letters  of  their  own*  They  teach  their  friends  to  use  these 
fancy  signs  and  get  on  all  right,  but  when  a strange  deaf-blind  person  meets 
the  same  friends,  there’s  confusion  on  both  sides*  Now,  let  me  give  you  an 
example*  I once  went  for  a holiday  to  Blackpool  in  England*  I met  another 
deaf-blind  man  and  we  started  to  talk*  VJe  got  on  very  well  indeed,  for  he 
used  the  proper  alphabet.  However,  he  introduced  me  to  his  sighted  friends 
and  they  started  to  spell  on  my  hand.  Imagine  my  disappointment  when  I dis- 
covered that  I could  not  follow  what  these  kind  people  were  tidying  to  tell 
me— me  who  prides  myself  on  understanding  the  fastest  speller!  At  first  I 
could  not  make  out  what  the  matter  was,  but  after  careful  concentration,  I 
discovered  that  they  were  making  one  letter  in  a queer  way*  Well,  I turned 
to  the  deaf-blind  man  and  I made  the  same  fancy  sign  in  his  hand  saying, 

’•What  is  that  supposed  to  be?”  He  said,  "That  is  a short  cut  to  make  the 
letter  "L”.  I invented  it  myself.”  Well,  if  you  consider  how  many  times 
the  letter  ”L"  is  used  in  a sentence,  you  will  understand  that  I could  not 
possibly  follow  the  conversation.  My  friend  had  no  trouble,  of  course,  but 
it  was  only  himself  that  knew  and  understood  it*  Now,  this  sort  of  thing  is 
a crime  against  other  deaf-blind  people.  It  is  selfish  and  stupid. 

STICK  TO  THE  PROPER  SYSTEMl 

— oOo— 

Editor’s  Note;  Alex  ("Sandy”)  Dale  is  one  of.  our  deaf-blind  readers  in 
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aefliif  vyfl  'loja-s.’foo  bov.  til  'd  'MXni-vfl  Jl  t^^Xoovrti  ! i»j  h^I 

Jon  bXif09  X X/iiiX  fa.*i#.te'i»fcnx/  Xiiw  i;0’{  ^f:orsedm^8  s ni  bo&xr  “J'’  laXi.;!  ©dj 
ii/vd  t'faTj-Oo  to  -Didz/oaj  o*.  hA.i  bn©“sl  vd  .n©iJaa'i©W)»  fidJ  «©iloX  xXdieavq 
I-'.  •X*J©2  rjifi.^  ^yoi'i  •XX  b'-Xsjia'if'b.'iK/  nnji  wou34  Xis/iX  X.i.08»8Xi^  '^aiio  "^r-v  XX 
,bxqvSii  brtB  it'si'tXaa  ei  .tl  .©Xqooq  tiU,Afi-1fl«b  'xonXo  laiitic;;#  ©aXia  a 

;ffiT  ot:  xoire,  , 

"•—oOo'*** 

fli  6't©fcee‘i  bfi.lld-lseb  ti/o  .to  mto  al  cjXmC  {'*'4b:J3S^ ) x«IA  mXoV!  e^i<>XXi>3 


Glasgow^  Scotland#  Since  our  book  ^'Methods  of  Communication  with  Deaf- 
Blind  People”  does  not  give  detailed  directions  for  forming  the  letters 
using  the  English  two-hand  manual  alphabet  for  the  deaf-blind,  we  look  for- 
ward to  having  another  article  from  Mr#  Dale  containing  such  instructions# 

In  the  above  piece  he  has  explained  the  formation  of  the  vowels#  We  believe 
our  American  readers  will  be  interested  in  learning  more  about  this  method 
which  is  almost  unknown  here  in  the  United  States. 
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-iftod  &fiM  ffoIfffDjtnmixaoO  to  «!>0trf;t#J‘F:3k>oif  *txio  ootti^  . •btiiii:^oo9  \vc>5aAiX) 


•^oitaX  wl^  ynimoX  'sot  «iiol^©*Uf>  beXlns^eb  oVXj  ica  ibob  &XX5 

«‘rot  sLool  ov  ^haild-tJiob  «)fiir  lol  i»cfoiic|XA  lusoM  bruul^oint  »di 

.8Qoiiwn^a/ii  dan*  ioiola^rfoo  jalaCt  .xifincnt  -'xoiUona  o,t  fc'sav 

H 

•voiXoct  orttito  npX^amot  Mtf  - borsjUiXqJas'  asad  ad  oosi<r  »vo<to  odi  al 

bodJhm  aidi  o-xon  jitXnicaaX  ui  Jbad«a*s»i<ti  »d  iXXw  s^iobain  “xiw 

i ' ,v‘\  i,»©X*i3  .be^XnU  Oti^- ftX' aaort  Hvonjlm;  i«catX*  i»X  iloXilir 

■ ^ ■■  . ' ' ' 

, - ,■  - ,.  . tt-  -W 


.r-TT.! 


■'<  ' " ■ ' 


' '^\sf 


‘ u 


.^■^1 

'.'A 

. . ' 


TOO  LITTLE  AND  TOO  MUCH 


More  and  better  incubators  were  just  what  the  doctors  ordered  and  by 
the  late  1930s  a steadily  increasing  number  of  premature  babies  was  surviving 
the  dangerous  weeks  after  birth.  By  19U2,  medical  statisticians  were  already 
calc\ilating  the  cost.  Of  premature  babies  who  weighed  four  pounds  or  less 
at  birth,  one  out  of  every  eight  reared  in  hospital  incubators  was  going 
blind.  Suddenly,  and  for  no  apparent  reason,  the  blood  vessels  of  the  retina 
would  fan  out  in  wild  profusion.  Fibrous  tissue  growing  behind  the  lens 
would  cloud  the  eyes  and  ruin  the  retina.  Doctors  were  baffled.  They  could 
do  little  more  than  tag  the  disease  with  a name,  retrolental  fibroplasia 
(R.L.F.). 

The  sharpest  eye  specialists  plugged  away  at  the  problem.  Some  blamed 
too  early  exposure  to  light;  some  suspected  insufficient  vitamins,  and  a few 
insisted  that  an  unidentified  virus  was  to  blame.  Then,  in  1951,  Dr.  Thaddeus 
S.  Szewczyk  of  East  St,  Louis,  Illinois,  suggested  that  careful  control  of 
incubator  o^gen  might  control  the  disease. 

The  inquiry  quickly  focused  on  oxygen.  At  Harvard,  experiments  with 
mice  proved  that  too  little  oxygen  at  critical  stages  of  fetal  development 
caused  a host  of  abnormalities,  including  a condition  similar  to  R.L.F.  In 
Melbourne,  Australia,  Dr.  Kate  Campbell  recalled  that  R,L.F.  had  first  ap- 
peared in  Women’s  Hospital  when  new  incubators  were  installed  and  all  pre- 
mature babies  began  to  get  liberal  doses  of  oxygen.  In  Birmingham,  England, 
doctors  pointed  out  that  the  incidence  of  R.L.F.  rose  when  premature  infants 
began  to  get  larger  and  longer  doses  of  o^grgen.  When  oxygen  was  reduced,  the 
frequency  of  the  disease  decreased. 
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^ i'v^'Toi.'io  L‘*!'.st‘>cb  drfi  tfjwlw  enc/JMduo^nl  i-i>d-tecl  btA  f^toA  w 

iBw  fiotd&i  (m>y<vmc»'iq  lo  t&dsaufl  fi  eO^^I  a^*!  a/tJ  ^ ' ^ 

^ ' . ■ '.; ' '1 
XjbA'^lB  uTtow  anaia/itaijaift  laoib -4  ,24^1  "^^0  ..itfnld  'lad’la  rwl^aw  ewoiaj^rtafo  - -• 

V < 

..r  . . *,.  *A 

8391  *10  at^oq  •w'il  hp-ffgiaw  iSalcf^jd  ?,^t'4^»«inq  10  d nnidBXj.  vXao  t. 

O'!* 

gfltoa  eaw  rrodaetoonj:  .Csjiqso.l  nl  bsrtBen  ’^I'O  «rito  -f.  J 

BnX*9<’i  -wit  lo  aXo88t'V  boold  «rf.f  *ru:‘DJion  ^asrjtqqB  oa  lol  bit*  ,\Xitebi'c8  *b«lXd  J 

Bttoi  hotdad  ^iworij)  ^eaJU  vJo’idn  ^nolBt/^o'zq  biiv  nt  full  bluoM 
bftr.  fi  >rfif4T  .ball'tfid  oi‘.'W  !n  >tf)oG  ®iid  nJt/n  b.iiB  «o^a  aiU  hycXa  bJMOU  1 

*AsJiXqo*:,dn  ij  liil.;  ivia^olfc  mdd  irttm  elidxl  ob  J 

bisuttilo'  ©m3  aril  In  Ifew^tatia  odT  ^ 

wi^l  B b«*  ,6nj:iT»^.iT  laaioilJjLrwl  b^ioj'iBisn  sraos  jJristX  o.t  rr^noigt®  tcIi/f  | 

ajfebbiwiT  .t<1  ,X?vI  nJt  ,naj^  .anaXd  rfii  *uxbr  bai'iXlfrftfaliu;  n£  la-'i#  bolaXaxil  ? 
lo  iOTtlrtcn  CiAoTRO  laril  halBOj^iArn  .t^touXUl  ,8ii/c»J  .18  1SA2"  lo  ih(;:ov©s3  .3 

■ A 

,»as«8ih  orf.»  Xoil/^oo  IdfexiB  noM‘^0  loladuoai 

- 

fidlw  Blaapic'ioqx®  ^bt*^rulH  lA  no  befti/ooi  ^i^oix»p  lO^Xirpni  arfT  h 

Inut^^Xavref)  lo  Rt^Ala  IjioXlbto  la  oXllii  t&dt  fciwotq  eoXia  ^ 

'1 

nl  od  ^oXJinJtB  noXlXfonoo  « tfim'iondfl  lo  l*oxl  a beewso 

■F 

-qt  la-in  £>«/f  laril  balXiioerr  XXadciwO  .*10  ..aJIfiXtawA  ttfrajcxflaif 

-oiq  Its  bn*»  boXXalartX  mow  oToladi/wii:  vt'n  noflw  laliq^oR  g’itenoW  nX  5©#so«q  ‘ ] 

' ■ i 

^iMTijXsnS  nl  •itag^o  lo  ao^ob  Xft*sodXI  1^  ol  nfitiod  eeXdad  | 

intflfffs?iq  iiMwiw  f>80i  .’i.J.H  lo  donobXoui  »fil  Iwo  foolnXoq  a'j^oloob 
ed.-t  ^booithtifi  saw  nosx?'>o  .nojj^jco  lo  8i»ne.'b  iosjcsoX  Jbfui  lo^siiAX  lo^  ol  im:^rfd  m 

.bosaaotool)  aasoelb  »r{l  lo  Tjon^mpiwV  - ■ j 


In  the  current  British  Journal  of  Ophthalmol ogy>  doctors  from  the 
University  of  London  report  on  research  that  goes  a long  way  toward  proving 
Dr.  Szewczyk's  early  guess.  Working  with  kittens  (whose  eyes,  at  birth,  are 
similar  to  the  eyes  of  premature  babies) , the  English  scientists  kept  a re- 
cord of  the  aftereffects  of  exposure  to  varying  amounts  of  oxygen. 

Litters  of  kittens  were  kept  for  days  in  an  atmosphere  rich  (70%  to  80^) 
in  oxygen.  At  first,  their  retinal  blood  vessels  shriveled  and  all  but  diS'=^ 
appeared.  Returned  to  ordinary  air,  the  blood  vessels  quickly  began  to  grow. 
They  ruptured  and  spread  in  uncontrollable  disorder — exactly  as  they  do  in 
human  E.L.F.  And  strangely,  litters  kept  in  low  oxygen  concentrations  (10^ 
to  1S%)  developed  a similar  condition. 

As  every  lab  worker  knows,  humans  seldom  react  in  exactly  the  same 
manner  as  lab  animals.  But  the  English  ophthalmologists  are  hopeful  that 
their  preliminary  experiments  contain  some  preliminary  answers.  It  now 
seems  more  probable  than  ever  that  too  much  oxygen  in  the  incubator,  combined 
with  sudden  removal  to  normal  air,  may  cause  retrolental  fibroplasia  in  pre- 
mature children.  And  too  little  oxygen  in  the  fetal  blood  stream  may  help 
to  bring  about  the  same  condition. 


— oOo — 

Courtesy  TIMEj  copyright  Time  Inc.  19^3  (September  28) 
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iitt  KOil  3-10 too5  lo.  Iastwo^  inv-iiw  f>flt  nl 

^fiivoiq  bimrOtt  '^3^  '^roX  * 8^33  Ififit  no  ficbrt^J  lo  ^cflB'x^inU 

oiB  titmd  -tfi  ^tuxo  ©fiOf*w)  fUlv  'jaXiftovr  .esqa^ 

-Of  4 iq#sl  AtilsiaS  8rft  ^{at-  'tsS  fm  Id  «o>ce  oili  oS  -LDltBus 

V ' ,/■  ' 

.nea^^xir^lo  ci5^»'V!ji  3ctt\rt»v  oi  *11/80^/  0 16  3it>»lVA8il«  nci.f  lo  b^ioa 
(*,06  oi  JOV)  rfaJL’i  fK'rodqecMKd'o  #10  ru  »x®^’  s.*wJJf  bt  to  en-aiili 


-*atb  ^iftf  LU  W bfil^viidc  elc.«^^v  uoci.X  JOwiiin  iA  .nasvx.o  riX  1 

,woit5  oi  trr?-wf  xX:^U,p  aXftp.e^v  booM  «wii  t'sXj  x^.-tifato  ai  tyiUi'Usie.l  .bot^e^iqpiA  . j|; 

ni  Ob  .;r>— rios  tb  »XdAXiorff«oD<:w  b/u  t^^'iutqin  ^wl?  .'^ 

3?0X)  sfiolXaiJ'noonoo  wdX  at  Xqn:I  CTsjiJiX  bnC  /C.d./!  nanwri  > J 

•noiXXbnoo  •tcXteXa  a b8<qfolovo&  ot  -.  j|~< 

8088  arii  x-t<^ofixo  aX  Xox  ax  /acbi»e  eawBbil  isihiaitf  dal  ^ 1 ' 

Xolftqorf  fiOi  sbBi3oX'.*ru£ftdjdfj5  tl8j:ign3  .«i*<3ia8  dfii  68  ^SMmai 

won  il  .8*f<5W8n8  nlAinoo  8XiTOPli^©qxo  xuuiXclIonq  xXarii  , ^ 

befti-iiBOo  txoiadiront  jsdi  at  doyn  00^  'csxi>  mtlf  ^IMcnq  «nr  t sawoo  B . 

-aiq  O-t  tiaciq^dil  JLibaoXc^jon  ©«j;;8o  ^ »ata  Isrrtcvt  oS  Isvormi.  riobtiyn  rf^bw  ; . 
qXori  wrai^ta  booXJ  aril  nl  eXXdM  eo^  tmX  .or  taXiito  olx/iara:  .>U 

•EKibilbnocr  f»iE38  Vtl  i’M.xb#  jjfllad  oJ- 

. -.  ■'  ' 
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THIS  AND  THAT  FROM  TEXAS 


by 

Abbie  M,  Cornian 

Have  any  of  you  ’’Tag”  readers  ever  seen  a snake  fight?  I have,  and  I'm 
telling  you  that  it  is  almost  as  exciting  as  a bull  fight  or  a cock  fight, 
a dog  fight,  or  a man  prize  fight,  all  of  which  I have  seen  and  heartily  de- 
test—they  are  so  needlessly  cruel — but  supposedly  intelligent  men  call  them 
"sport"  and  bet  good  money  on  themi 

Well,  this  snake  fight  occurred  on  the  plains,  of  course,  where  snakes 
of  most  all  sizes  and  species  are  numerous,  and  where  one  can  see  all  kinds 
of  activity  among  the  prairie  creatures.  One  fine  afternoon  in  late  summer 
we  were  all  sitting  out  in  the  yard  in  front  of  the  ranch  shack.  (Please  note: 
A ranch  house,  no  matter  how  elaborate,  is  most  generally  referred  to  as  "the 
shack".)  Mother  suddenly  looked  up  from  her  tatting  and  listened.  There 
was  a low,  bellowing  noise  coming  from  across  the  draw— from  a small  hillside 
by  the  barn  about  three  hundred  yards  from  the  house.  "I  wonder  what' s rais- 
ing all  that  dust  over  there,"  she  said.  "Looks  like  something  thrashing 
the  ground."  We  all  climbed  onto  our  chairs  in  order  to  get  a better  view, 
and  one  of  my  three  nephews  exclaimed,  "Grandma,  it's  two  big  old  bull  snakes 
fightingl  Just  look  how  they're  jumping  and  lunging  at  each  other  almost 
standing  up  on  their  tailsl  They  act  so  funnyj  They're  big  old  things,  and 
sure  madl  Like  those  old  bulls  that  fight  through  the  fence  over  in  the 
pasture I" 

"My  goodness,"  my  sister-in-law  said,  "it's  a snake  fight  sure  enoughi 
I'm  going  over  there  to  see  it."  So  she  grabbed  a hoe  which  brother  had 
sharpened  and  left  against  the  house,  and  went  hot-footing  down  the  trail 


- 11  - 


m’l  bna  r"  a nofta  •urrtj  ’ xj&v:,io  y^»  _ .'■ 

,ir!sn  4f>oft  B '!0  irtgil  IXi^f  « a*  an  et  ifr>X  M 

-•b  xJ^JiA9£l  bM  n99B  ftViii  I rialrfw  lo  LLa  aalnq  asis  s lo  80b  « g 

ne»rt^  IXao  noai  im^tlUiak  t^baaoqqi/a  '^aaalboDfl  oo  o*xfi  J 

IfiRtrli  no  i5©fT0,T.  bOig  UiJ»  •rtnaqa'*  | 

8«:(flaa  Atfiahi  i^anno  lo  tanij^iq  arft  no  b<mtt;ooo\trtgn  <vaj«ib  alrfi  ,.£X«»/  3 

ahnJ;}!  fX*  ^9  nao  f-no  a^eriw  boA  ^&tf<nnn'fi  eie  eoioeqs  bna  awaie  XXfi  iao«  lo  g 

if^iTwwa  alaX  at  noonne^la  onJH  snC  .so's.iae'io  oX^lBtq  eri#  5in«i»  icXXvXioA  to  ^ 

fsjon  fiisfioXH)  .JioArta  rfoni^rr  ed#  to  ;noit  at  biA^  oiU  at  iuo  gnitiio  lix  ow 

es  ot  bf^'nn'ivi  xXXjs*ton»3  b±.  tOlaiodjsXs  wod  ai  ^^ai/o.i  donfii  A w 

(WariT  J>on0l8lX  bn®  Tt*d  psoxt  qu  b^^JtooI  '^cXntibtma  icdtoK  (-“aJoiido  S 

ebHLltd  Uassb  m /cotiI— wcoo  srf^  eaoro#  ami  jniiwo  ^aXon  gafciioIXed  tWoX  c saw  J 

-ato  8‘Xartw  i^orrow  ,e^o’ari  ariX  aoil  eb^m’;  be'ibwrf  eouHt  Xwoda  n-ud  odX 

' ''  ' . ^ • ‘ jB 

^jtrfaAtrt^  gnidX^.'ffoa  »)iXX  •bla®  bria  tavc  d'sx/b  iedit  iia  >ni 

^vf#Xv  loXtacf  /j  ox  rtX  B'iXario  tifO  oXno  b€*cb»ttXo  lia  a’rf  *’*b/ii;o‘if  »dX  ^ 

sffifina  ilifd  bio  gtd  o«t  8»Xi  4isfltf>rt«*20"  ^boaiialoxa  fjwBdcrMi  ni'irtX  ipsi  to  sno  bna'^  i 
iacQ:i»  *mdXo  doao  Xa  sflJ^fUjX  boa  vorl  3<ooX  Xazrf»  laaXXdgtt  J 

fana  \s3fxtrfJ’  bio  gW  n’xadt  015  Xa®  ^dT  MCXaX  rt^f  ao  qu  ;^^n»Xa 

nslf  r.t  wo  oocal  »dX  /<Bi»oidX  Mail  ^adX  iXXiid  bXo  ©«od.t  ox'lJ  V^m  •'tim 

■ ^ “jatuXijaq 

' ■ ■ ■ '""■  : ..•;1 

Id^uona  ©icim  M^ll  o^lana  a b’XX”  tbiaa  vtaX-ni-iaMia  ts  «ti«»fiboog 

bad  'TodXcrrd  rtoXdw  *od  a boddatg  rds  o?  “^XX  ©m  oX  aaarfX  la’ro  gniog  B»i 
IJtM’if  odX  nwob  3iilXool-.tod  Xn»¥  t«TB  ^c-aKtori  ©dX  iaata^.a  X1*I  bna  bona^fiad® 


across  the  draw  and  around  the  barn,  all  of  us  yelling  after  her  to  come  back 
herel  But  she  was  heedless  of  warnings.  It  was  really  a foolhardy  thing  for 
a woman  to  do.  Those  things  go  mad  and  might  have  jumped  on  her  if  they»d  no- 
ticed her  approach.  But  she  went  right  up  •■to -them  within  striking  distance 
and  brought  that  sharp  hoe  down  on  the  fighters.  The  bellowing  stopped,  the 
thrashing  ceased  and  the  cloud  of  dust  subsided.  The  fight  was  over.  Me? 

I didn*t  want  to  be  any  closer  to  those  things  than  I was  and  wouldn't  have 
done  what  she  did  for  any  amount  of  money'.  Wot  mel  I'm  scared  to  death  of 
them! 

When  my  brother  was  told  about  it,  he  laughed  but  did  not  like  it  too 
well.  Too  risky.  "For  Pete's  sake,"  he  said,  "what  did  you  want  to  mix  up 
in  a snake  brawl  for?  It  wasn't  your  quarrel." 


— oOo— 


Author's  Note;  The  people  on  the  prairie  are  not  so  keen  about  killing  the 
bull  snake  because  they  help  to  keep  down  the  prairie  dog  pest  and  they  are 
not  poisonous,  though  their  bite  is  by  no  means  .pleasant.  The  reason  they 
are  called  "bull  snakes"  is  because  they  bellow  like  a bull--of  course  not 
nearly  as  loud.  Given  half  a chance  they  will  kill  a rattlesnake  quicker 
than  a wink. 
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RIGHT-HAND  MARGIN  SIGNAL 


by 

Charles  G.  Ritter 

Anyone  who  has  vdshed  for  a better  end-of-the-line  indicator  for  type- 
writers and  braille  writers — and  who  hasn’t?— should  appreciate  the  solution 
which  one  of  our  deaf-blind  readers  devised  for  himself.  It  is  a particularly 
handy  idea  because  any  of  you  can  make  the  same  sort  of  thing  for  yourself 
without  spending  any  money. 

All  you  need  is  a piece  of  string,  a ring  of  some  kind,  a screw-eye  or 
staple,  and  a rubber  band.  The  screw-eye  (a  little  screw  with  a ring  at  one 
end)  may,  on  portable  typewriters,  be  screwed  into  the  wooden  base  at  the 
right  of  the  machine.  It  may  be  mounted  inside  the  case  so  as  not  to  be  ex- 
posed when  the  typewriter  is  closed.  With  standard  machines,  it  can  be 
screwed  into  the  desk  top  or  into  a board  which  is  fastened  under  the  machine. 
This  serves  as  the  point  through  which  the  string  is  pulled  as  the  carriage 
moves  to  the  left.  It  should  be  placed  just  below  or  a little  ahead  of  the 
carriage.  The  string  and  rubber  band  are  tied  together  and  run  from  the 
carriage  through  the  screw  eye  to  a ring  worn  on  the  little  finger  of  the 
right  hand.  As  the  carriage  moves  along  toward  the  right-hand  margin,  it 
pulls  on  the  string  and  you  can  feel  the  tug  on  the  little  finger.  The  rubber 
band  can  then  stretch  so  that  you  will  be  able  to  finish  a word  after  the  tug 
is  first  felt. 

Where  to  attach  the  string?  Preferably,  it  should  be  attached  to  the 
rubber  band  which  in  turn  is  hooked  over  the  right-hand  margin  stop.  That 
means  that  if  the  margin  is  shifted,  the  point  of  tug  will  be  shifted,  too. 
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On  some  machines,  this  can  be  done  easily.  On  others  it  may  not  be  possible 
at  all.  If  you  are  successful  in  making  the  connection  directly  to  the 
right-hand  margin  stop,  the  string  should  be  run  through  the  end  of  the  car- 
riage mechanism  in  such  a way  as  to  prevent  its  hanging  slack  behind  the  ma- 
chine and  getting  tangled  in  it,  then  through  the  screw-eye  to  the  ring. 

IJhen  this  is  not  possible,  it  may  be  necessary  to  anchor  the  line  to  a portion 
of  the  carriage  itself,  where  it  will  not  get  snarled  up  with  the  working 
parts.  In  this  instance,  the  rubber  band  should  be  attached  to  the  ring  and 
the  string  tied  to  the  rubber  band. 

The  ring  can  be  almost  anything— a curtain  ring  of  the  proper  size,  a 
cheap  ring  from  the  five-and-ten-cent  store,  or  even  a paper  clip  bent  to  fit 
the  little  finger.  When  the  carriage  is  backed  up  about  five  spaces  from  the 
point  vjhere  the  keys  lock,  put  the  ring  on  the  little  finger,  then  pull  the 
cord  tight  enough  so  that  you  begin  to  feel  the  tug  on  the  little  finger,  and 
fasten  the  string  at  this  length.  Hold  the  string  against  the  carriage  so 
that  it  will  not  shift  when  you  tie  the  knot  which  anchors  it  permanently. 

With  "the  Perkins  Brailler,  of  course,  the  procedure  has  to  be  reversed 
to  the  left-hand  side  of  the  machine,  since  the  gooseneck  moves  across  the 
paper  from  left  to  right.  In  this  case,  it  is  necessary  to  have  the  screw- 
eye  at  the  left  of  the  machine  and  to  anchor  the  string  or  elastic  to  the 
carriage  return  lever.  The  ring  would  then  be  worn  on  the  little  finger 
of  the  left  hand. 

This  is  the  general  idea.  Now  that  you  have  the  principle,  you  can 
work  out  something  to  fit  your  particular  machine.  It  has  not,  of  course, 
been  possible  to  try  this  out  on  all  kinds  of  machines,  but  vie  feel  sure  you 
will  be  able  to  adapt  the  suggestions  to  your  individual  need, 
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Editor* s Note;  Most  of  you  knew  that  Mr*  Ritter  is  a member  of  the  staff  of 


the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind.  He  is  the  Consultant  on  Special  Aids 
and  Appliances. 
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BETSIE  BARKS 


Hellol  How  are  you?  I’m  finel 

Everybody  knows  that  I have  to  tdc  e care  of  my  boss*  I have  to  see 
that  she  crosses  streets  safely,  that  she  goes  around  puddles  and  big  things 
she  might  bump,  that  she  goes  up  and  down  stairs  without  falling,  and  that 
she  goes  in  the  proper  doors.  I even  have  to  take  her  on  dangerous  things 
like  taxicabs  and  trains,  though  I can’t  understand  why  she  wouldn’t  rather 
walk* 

But  did  you  know  that  I have  to  look  out  for  her  friends,  too?  When  we 
go  somewhere  with  three  or  four  or  five  friends,  it  keeps  me  very  busy  watch- 
ing to  see  that  everyone  is  coming  along  who  is  supposed  to  be  there*  If 
some  of  them  lag  behind  or  get  too  far  ahead,  I am  really  upset.  My  boss 
says  that  I should  forget  about  them,  but  I can't  do  that.  They  belong  with 
us,  don't  they? 

My  boss  and  I go  out  to  Ivinch  with  different  people  different  days  and 
this  is  coiifusing.  I never  know  for  sure  who  we  will  go  with  next*  We  often 
go  with  Helga,  V/e  like  her  very  much  and  it' s fun  to  hear  her  laugh*  She  is 
the  Librarian  here.  That  means  somebody  who  has  to  know  a lot  and  read 
books  I One  day  when  Helga  went  to  lunch  with  us,  my  boss  dropped  the  harness 
and  took  her  arm,  I trotted  along  on  the  leash.  All  was  going  smoothly  and 
I began  to  relax  and  hunt  for  interesting  smells*  They  were  busy  talking 
and  talking.  (I  never  can  see  how  they  have  so  much  to  say  all  the  time.) 
Suddenly  Helga  dropped  something.  She  didn’t  see  it,  and  the  boss  didn't 
notice  it  either  because  they  kept  chatting  so  hard.  It  was  pretty  and  shiny 
and  I thought  it  was  important  so  I braced  my  feet  and  tried  to  pull  the  boss 
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back.  She  was  cross  with  me  at  first,  but  then  Helga  saw  the  thing  and  said 
it  was  her  favorite  braceletl  She  told  me  how  clever  I was  to  show  it  to 
her.  I think  I was  pretty  smart,  myself. 

I love  my  boss,  but  I do  like  other  people,  too,  if  they  are  friendly. 

It  is  great  fun  to  be  met  at  the  station  or  airport  and  I always  hope  someone 
will.  Most  of  the  time  no  one  meets  us,  but  sometimes  a friend  comes  and 
then  I am  really  excited.  One  time  we  got  to  a station  and  someone  in  front 
of  us  said,  ''Hello,  how  are  you  darling?”  It  was  such  a friendly  voice.  I 
jumped  with  delight  and  the  lady  looked  startled.  My  boss  pulled  me  away 
and  said  I was  much  too  eager,  the  lady  was  speaking  to  a person  behind  us, 
and  no  one  would  meet  us  at  this  station.  It  was  too  bad.  Her  voice  was 
so  nice!  Perhaps  on  our  next  trip  some  friend  will  meet  us.  Do  you  like 
to  be  met  as  much  as  I do? 

Thank  you  and  good-bye. 


Betsie  Dinsmore 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


News  Gleaned  Here  and  There 
by 

Lillian  Sabinske 

At  Hornell,  N*  Y. , police  arrested  a man  on  a charge  of  public  intoxica- 
tion only  a few  hours  after  he  had  been  released  from  the  Steuben  County  jail 
where  he  had  served  a term  for  intoxication.  In  case  your  "bone  of  inquiry" 
bothers  you,  his  name  was  Richard  Beers,  It  looks  like  Mr,  Beers  wrapped  him- 
self around  too  many  beers.  Sort  of  a case  of  a beer  in  a Beer, 


During  the  summer,  more  than  six  thousand  Communists  invaded  West  Berlin, 
making  three  attacks  on  food  stations  in  an  effort  to  break  up  the  free  distri- 
bution of  American  food  to  the  hungry  people  of  East  Berlin.  West  Berlin  po- 
lice used  clubs  and  water  guns  in  battles  that  swirled  through  the  streets  in 
beating  back  the  invading  Reds,  About  150  Communists,  including  seven  women, 
were  arrested. 


At  Jackson,  Miss,,  the  State  Game  and  Fish  Coiranission  released  a report  which 
it  stated  should  shame  every  fisherman  in  Mississippi,  The  report  declared 
that  90%  of  the  fish  in  the  state  die  of  old  age.  Oh,  shades  of  old  Demosthenet 
hunting  for  an  honest  manl 


Radio  reports  say  that  St,  Louis,  Mo,,  was  shaken  by  a severe  earthquake 
sometime  during  the  week-end  of  September  12-13,  We  thought  we  had  a monopoly 
on  them  out  herel 
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A San  Lorenzo,  Calif.,  school  teacher.  Miss  Fern  Bruner,  age  29 j recently 
won  a verdict  which  awarded  her  in  damages  in  a suit  brought  for  false 

implications  of  Communist  sympathies.  James  Tarantino,  Los  Angeles  gossip 
magazine  publisher,  was  found  guilty  of  slandering  the  attractive  teacher  by 
calling  her  a reported  Communist  or  Communist  sympathizer  in  radio  broadcasts 
two  years  ago.  Sometimes  it  pays  to  be  slandered! 


In  Jersey  City,  N*  J.,  during  a heat  wave,  the  Rev.  Paul  N.  Jewett 
erected  a sign  in  front  of  his  Emory  Methodist  Church:  ’’Now  that  you  know 
how  hot  Hell  is,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?”-»- 


In  Detroit,  Mich.,  Edward  McGlinchey,  age  ^6,  was  fined  ten  dollars  for 
running  headlong  into  the  side  of  a car.  He  admitted  the  accident  was  his 
fault,  but  explained  it  by  saying:  ’’When  the  noon  buzzer  sounds,  the  guys 
in  my  office  make  a beeline  across  the  street  to  the  restaurant  and,  seeing 
I an  the  oldest  guy  in  the  department,  I can  never  get  a seat.  This  time  I 
was  leading  the  pack  when  I ran  into  the  car,  and  missed  lunch  altogether.” 


The  latest  forest  fire  to  plague  the  State  of  California  this  year  broke 
out  in  the  Tehachapi  Mountain  area  during  the  late  summer  and  raged  for  six 
days  before  being  brought  under  control.  Official  estimate  of  the  loss  in 
timber  showed  more  than  ten  thousand  acres  destroyed.  Nearly  a thousand  men 
fought  the  blaze  and  saw  their  efforts  finally  result  in  victory.  Cause  of 
the  fire  has  never  been  definitely  determined. 


In  Richmond,  sent  to  deliver  a telegram  to  the  medical  college  of  Virginia 
Hospital,  I'Jestern  Union  Messenger  Paul  Allen,  18,  collapsed  from  heat  exhaustion 
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three  blocks  from  his  destination,  was  taken  to  the  hospital  in  an  ambulance, 
revived  and  delivered  his  telegram.^ 


In  Hiland  Park,  Fla.,  282  people  went  to  the  polls,  elected  C.  T.  Hartzog 
mayor,  four  other  citizens  as  town  commissioners,  then  voted  down  a proposal 
to  incorporate  the  community,  thereby  leaving  the  newly  elected  officials  with- 
out a town  to  govern.^t 


Mr,  and  Mrs..  Oscar  Strump  of  a small  midwestern  town  returned  to  Chicago 
for  their  second  honeymoon  after  fifty  years  of  wedded  bliss.  Everything  was 
geared  for  them  in  the  1903  style.  They  were  met  at  the  station  by  a Stanley 
Steamer  and  driven  to  the  old  Congress  Hotel,  where  they  were  shown  to  the 
bridal  suite  they  had  occupied  fifty  years  before.  At  that  point,  Mr,  Strump 
pulled  a surprise  not  planned  by  the  well-wishers.  Reaching  in  his  pocket, 
he  drew  out  a key,  stolen  as  a souvenir  on  the  first  honeymoon,  and  unlocked 
the  do or I 


In  St.  Joseph,  Mo,,  a month  after  the  remodeling  of  the  county  courthouse 
ladies’  room,  a delegation  of  women  workers  gathered  to  protest  that  the  room’s 
one-way  window  glass  had  been  installed  so  that  ’’we  can’t  see  out,  but  every- 
one can  see  in, ”* 

In  Menard,  111,,  state  prison  guards  found  John  Prather,  Jr.,  anticipating 
a parole  after  serving  three  years  for  forgery,  busily  forging  checks  and 
letters  of  reference.  Fresh  startl* 
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In  New  York  City,  more  than  300  night-flying  southbound  songbirds  bat- 
tered themselves  to  death  against  the  upper  stories  of  the  Empire  State  Build- 
ing recently  and  dropped  onto  the  building' s ledges  and  sidewalks*  From  in- 
formation it  gathered,  the  National  Audubon  Society  concluded  that  the  birds 
were  flying  in  a southbound  mass  of  cold  air,  which  passed  over  the  city  during 
the  night,  and  followed  the  cold  air  when  it  went  low  under  a mass  of  warmer 
air,  running  afoul  of  the  building.  Uncounted  hundreds  of  songbirds  perished 
against  the  building  in  the  same  manner  on  September  11,  19 U8.  In  this  latest 
accident,  there  were  fifteen  kinds  of  warblers,  as  well  as  Philadelphia  and 
red-eyed  vireos,  a northern  white  thrush,  and  ovenbirds  among  the  dead.  They 
were  en  route  from  upstate  and  Canada  to  the  Southern  states,  South  and  Central 
America. 


Golden  Gate  Bridge  claimed  the  130th  suicide  one  day  last  month.  No  de- 
tails as  to  sex  of  victim  nor  cause  of  fatal  jump. 


In  Apple  Valley,  Calif.,  a $16,000  "Appreciation  House"  was  put  up  in 
forty-five  hours  by  volunteer  workers,  equipped  and  furnished  by  volunteer 
merchants,  and  turned  over  to  Jet  Ace  Captain  Joseph  C.  McConnell,  his  wife 
and  three  children  as  a neighborly  thank-you  for  his  106  Korean  war  missions 
and  sixteen  MIG  kills. 


In  Denver,  Colo.,  when  detectives  asked  six  boys,  aged  nine  to  thirteen, 
about  the  forty  burglaries  they  had  committed,  their  leader  angrily  replied: 
"How  do  you  expect  us  to  remember?  We  pulled  some  of  those  jobs  when  we  were 
just  little  kids."* 
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In  London^  the  Observer  quoted  a Finnish  magazine  as  reporting:  ’’Thousands 


are  getting  married.  Statistics  show  that  6h$  h62  persons  were  married  in 
Finland  during  1952.  Of  these^  32,230  were  women,  What  happened  to  the 
other  woman?! 


Building  of  the  second  U.  S*  atomic  submarine,  the  Sea  Wolf,  was  begun  on 
September  1 at  Groton,  Conn.  It  is  estimated  the  sub  will  cost  $32,700,000 
without  its  nuclear  power  plant,  which  is  being  built  by  the  General  Electric 
Company.  Quite  a bit  of  hard  cash  to  throw  in  the  drink,  isn’t  it? 


In  St.  John,  N.  B.,  the  Telegraph~Journal  reported:  ’’Mrs.  Howard  Geldart 
entertained  the  members  of  St.  Paul’s  Church  Mothers  Union. ,. Covers  were  laid 
for  thirty  guests.  Friends  of  Mrs.  Geldart  will  regret  to  learn  that  she  is 
now  a patient  in  the  Saint  John  General  Hospital.”* 


The  citizens  of  Menlo  Park,  Calif. , are  up  in  the  air  over  a parrot  with 
a shocking  vocabulary  and  are  demanding  that  the  bird  be  shot.  The  parrot  has 
berated  residents  of  a single  block  in  the  city  for  several  weeks  with  a rather 
choice  collection  of  four-letter  words  followed  with  uncomplimentary  remarks 
on  the  ancestry  of  folks  who  try  to  capture  him.  The  demand  that  the  parrot 
be  shot  was  refused  by  Capt.  Jack  O’Brien  who  said;  ”Why,  parrots  know  more 
than  some  people.”' 


* Courtesy  TIME;  copyright  Time  Inc,  1953  (August  2h,  September  21  & 28) 
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APPLE  FOR  TEACHER 


There  was  a young  teacher  named  Miriam* 

Her  p\:5)ils,  she  never  could  weariam. 

She*d  give  them  a smile 
In  her  copybook  style 

That  would  put  the  whole  class  in  deliriam. 

She  said  to  her  charges^  censorious, 

"Your  whispers  are  growing  uproarious. 

The  noisy,  I see, 

Must  sit  up  by  ME.” 

Oh,  the  shouting  was  simply  stent oriousl 

The  School  Board  came  marching  most  chillingly. 
Their  comments  were  caustic,  oh,  killinglyl 
But  they  took  a brief  scan 
Of  the  Prof  and  the  plan 

And  whooped  down  the  students  right  willingly. 


Richard  Kinney 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMORE 


The  vacation  season  is  over  for  people,  dogs,  and  "TAG",  Our  thoiights 
turn  to  questions  which  have  never  been  entirely  out  of  mind — deaf-blind 
children,  their  education,  the  constant  search  for  teachers — deaf-blind 
people  we  have  met  and  hope  to  meet--the  ever-present  problem  of  communica- 
tion, job  possibilities  for  some,  and  so  forth.  All  these  interests  are  so 
much  a part  of  living  for  me  that  no  vacation  can  erase  them.  Rest  is  good 
for  a time,  but  it  is  good,  too,  to  be  back  on  the  job. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  ny  interest  in  deaf-blind  people  dates  back  long 
before  I came  to  the  Foundation,  Some  years  ago  when  I was  working  as  a 
Visitor  for  the  Department  of  Public  Assistance  in  Philadelphia,  I had  an 
elderly  blind  man  on  my  list  who  had  recently  lost  his  hearing.  Since  he 
was  alone  during  the  day,  I always  called  upon  him  by  appointment,  and  he 
sat  near  the  front  door  in  order  to  feel  the  vibration  as  I crossed  the 
porch.  The  conversation  was  almost  entirely  one-sided.  He  asked  questions, 
trying  to  anticipate  things  I might  need  to  know,  and  I replied  by  shaking 
or  nodding  my  head  while  he  felt  the  movements.  He  seemed  to  enjoy  the 
visits  and  we  actually  exchanged  a good  many  ideas  with  the  use  of  "yes" 
and  "no".  However,  it  was  far  from  satisfactory  and  I tried  to  show  him 
the  one-hand  manual  alphabet.  He  protested  that  he  was  much  too  old  to 
learn  it.  It  was  not  until  I had  been  seeing  him  regularly  for  three  years 
that  I thought  of  a practical  way  to  "talk"  to  him.  The  idea  was  so  simple- 
using his  finger  as  if  it  were  a pencil,  printing  letters  on  the  table  in 
front  of  him.  I thought  it  was  an  original  discovery,  a fact  disproved 
many  times  since,  but,  in  any  case,  it  was  very  effective.  For  the  first 
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time  we  could  discuss  things  on  an  equal  basis.  It  was  an  exciting  ex- 
perience—really  spectacular— and  I wondered  why  on  earth  I hadn’t  thought 
of  it  sooner. 

Methods  of  communication,  which  now  seem  so  familiar  to  us  who  have 
been  devoting  our  time  to  the  problem,  are  still  completely  unknown  to  the 
average  person.  It  is  well  to  keep  in  mind,  therefore,  that  it  is  natural 
for  a stranger,  or  even  a friend,  to  feel  baffled  by  the  problem  of  talking 
to  a person  who  is  deaf  and  blind®  It  is  equally  important  to  realize  that 
this  bewilderment  does  not  necessarily  indicate  lack  of  interest  or  desire 
to  converse.  Even  when  a given  method  is  fully  explained  to  someone,  he 
can  become  flustered  in  the  initial  attempts  to  use  it.  It  takes  patience 
and  consideration  on  both  sides  in  order  to  establish  any  kind  of  satisfac- 
tory relationship.  The  barrier  is  there  and  it  cannot  be  overlooked  or 
forgotten,  but  fortunately  it  can  be  hurdled.  It  is  for  us  to  show  the  way 
at  every  opportunity  so  that  by  the  time  another  vacation  season  rolls 
around  we  can  feel  that  there  is  more  understanding,  less  isolation  for  at 
least  a few  of  our  deaf-blind  friends. 

We  hope  that  all  of  you  will  welcome  ’'TAG”  back  and  that  you  will  en- 
joy its  pages  during  the  coming  months. 


Annette  B,  Dinsmore 
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WHAT’S  IN  A HANDSHAKE? 


by 

Chet  N.  Roberts 

How  much  do  deaf-blind  people  rely  on  a handshake  to  decide  if  they 
like  certain  people?  Handshaking  often  seems  to  be  a mere  habit,  but  is  it 
just  that  with  us?  Do  we  really  form  likes  and  dislikes  based  upon  the  way 
others  shake  us  by  the  hand?  Whatever  the  answer,  it  is  a fact  that  we  are 
more  or  less  attracted  to  people  by  their  hands.  Most  of  us  feel  that  we 
have  not  met  a person— that  we  do  not  know  him— without  such  contact.  Yet 
is  it  the  touch  of  the  hand,  or  is  it  a matter  of  intuition?  It  is  said 
that  many  businessmen  gauge  their  associates  by  their  handshaking.  So  let’s 
discuss  the  matter  a bit. 

Handshakes  are  as  varied  as  personalities,  but  for  the  sake  of  clarity 
in  this  article,  we’ll  divide  them  into  three  groups.  In  the  first  group 
we  find  real  and  friendly  contacts.  Our  hands  are  clasped,  not  grasped,  and 
we  feel  drawn  to  the  persons  in  this  group.  Their  clasp  is  generally  firm 
and  it  may  vary  in  intensity— friendliness  and  frankness  is  there,  but  is 
it?  In  the  next  group  we  find  people  who  seem  obsessed  with  the  idea  that 
unless  they  crush,  maul,  or  otherwise  mistreat  our  hands,  we  cannot  realize 
that  they’ve  noticed  us.  Generally  we  do  not  like  these  boisterous  people, 
and  yet,  sometimes  they  turn  out  to  be  good  scouts.  In  the  third  group  we 
find  the  people  who  irritate  our  very  souls  with  their  indifferent,  cold, 
clammy,  or  otherwise  unpleasant  hands.  These  people  may  be  called  indiffer- 
ent people,'  and  we'll  be  putting  it  mildly.  They  just  touch  our  hands,  give 
us  two  or  three  fingers,  or  if  they  give  us  their  whole  hand,  it’s  just  like 
holding  a limp  lump  of  clay  which  may  be  too  dry  or  too  wet.  These  people 
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usually  repel  us* 

Now  I’ll  try  to  give  you  ity  opinion  based  upon  the  handshakes  of  hun- 
dreds of  men  and  women  I have  met  over  a period  of  years#  They  represent  all 
walks  of  life  and  are  a cross-section  of  humans#  VJhile  I have  found  myself 
attracted  to  many  with  pleasant  handshakes,  still  I feel  that  our  attraction 
to  most  people  is  based  not  just  on  their  handshaking,  but  also  on  their 
personality.  Either  we  absorb  their  personality  through  contact  with  their 
hands,  or  we  do  so  by  intuition.  Since  lots  of  people  who  have  a pleasant 
handclasp  do  not  attract  us,  I believe  that  instinct  plays  a part  in  our  re- 
action. I maintain  that  many  people  have  what  we  may  call  a pleasant  hand- 
shake and  good  personality,  and  yet  leave  us  COLD.  To  illustrate— some  years 
ago,  the  landlady  in  a lodging  house  where  I roomed,  asked  me  to  meet  and 
shake  hands  with  one  of  the  other  lodgers.  She  wanted  to  know  what  I thought 
of  him.  Well,  the  guy  had  a wonderful  handclasp — he  pressed  lightly  with  his 
whole  hand,  including  his  thumb— but  he  left  me  cold  as  ice.  A few  days 
later,  that  same  guy  left  for  parts  unknown,  owing  the  landlady  eight  weeks’ 
rentj  There  you  have  a case  where  a good  handshake  didn't  attract  and  was 
possessed  by  a man  who  was  proved  to  be  a scoundrel.  On  the  other  hand,  once 
I missed  the  boat  entirely.  A man  who  had  neither  a "good  handshake,"  nor 
any  apparent  personality,  later  became  one  of  my  best  friends. 

We  now  come  to  the  group  of  people  who  are  far  too  taut  when  we  shako 
hands  with  them.  Their  typical  handclasp  makes  us  feel  as  if  our  hand  were 
in  a vise.  These  people  generally  appear  rough-and-ready  and  lacking  in 
sincerity.  They  seem  to  be  trying  to  show  off  what  strong  hands  they  have. 

I do  not  remember  over  being  attracted  by  anyone  in  this  group,  although,  as 
I have  said  before,  there  is  no  set  rule.  There  are  always  exceptions.  When 
I meet  people  who  try  to  crush  my  hand,  I always  have  the  impulse  to  return 
the  agony  with  interest. 
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As  for  the  third  groups  we  meet  those  people  all  too  often  and  we  wish 
they'd  go  sit  on  a tack  and  leave  us  alone.  I never  shake  hands  with  them 
a second  time  if  I can  avoid  it^  for  it  makes  me  see  RED!  These  people  ap- 
pear condescending^  and  shake  hands  with  everyone  as  they  do  with  us.  They 
are  really  indifferent,  and  sometimes  don't  even  give  us  a chance  to  hold 
the  one,  two,  or  three  fingers  they  deign  to  offer  us.  Even  worse  are  the 
ones  with  the  cold,  clammy,  fish-like  hands.  When  I meet  the  latter  I have 
little  to  say  and  bring  off  the  meeting  as  quickly  as  possible  without  being 
offensively  rude.  But  sometimes  we  find  ourselves  wrong  in  our  impressions 
of  these  people,  too# 

I have  asked  a few  of  ny  deaf-blind  pals  what  they  think  about  hand- 
shaking. They  all  say  they  don't  feel  that  they  have  met  a person  until 
they've  shaken  hands.  Here  are  a few  opinions: 

Esther  Williams  says  that  she  always  judges  peq>le  by  the  way  they 
shake  hands.  She  tells  of  meeting  a person  reported  to  be  disagreeable 
whose  handshake  seemed  friendly  and  sincere.  This  later  proved  to  be  true. 
The  handclasp  had  been  a faithful  index. 

Peggy  Bly  is  still  more  emphatic  in  her  belief  in  the  infallibility  of 
the  handshake.  She  says  that  we  can  even  tell  if  people  have  enjoyed  meet- 
ing us,  talking  to  us,  or  entertaining  us  as  houseguests  by  the  way  they 
shake  our  hands  when  we  depart.  Peggy  insists  that  handclasps  tell  us  just 
as  much  about  folks  as  voices  tell  hearing-blind  people. 

Dick  Kinney  reports  that  he,  too,  often  judges  people  by  their  hand- 
clasps. He  gauges  their  height  and  general  occupation  by  their  hands.  Dick 
goes  on  to  say  that  whenever  he  meets  a person  who  pounds  into  his  hand  with 
the  manual  alphabet,  he  hears  General  Douglas  MacArthur  barking  commands. 
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Margaret  Galvin,  a hearing-blind  pal,  saysi  ”I  think  there  is  q\iite  a 
good  deal  in  handshaking.  If  you  are  introduced  to  someone  and  a limp, 
boneless  hand  falls  into  yours,  you  get  the  feeling  that  the  person  does  not 
want  to  meet  you  or  is  bored.  I think  that  the  handshake  most  people  prefer 
is  a firm,  cordial  acceptance  of  their  hand,  neither  a clammy  touch  of  in- 
difference nor  a violent  grip." 

From  these  and  similar  remarks,  I conclude  that  although  Margaret  has 
perfect  hearing,  still  she,  like  many  deaf-blind  people,  gauges  character 
and  personality  more  or  less  by  handclasp. 

Summing  up,  it  is  rry  considered  opinion  that  while  a handclasp  may  be 
pleasant  or  otherwise,  it  is  not  an  infallible  index  of  character.  Remember 
that  even  the  meanest  crook  may  have  a fine  hand  and  a fine  handclasp.  So 
might  a disagreeable  shrewish  womanl  Let  us  not  be  taken  in  by  a handclasp. 
Let  us  use  our  own  intuition. 

Sometimes  it  happens  that  in  an  introduction,  we  put  our  hand  out  and 
it  is  not  accepted.  This  is  embarrassing,  but  not  as  much  so  as  an  experience 
I had  several  years  ago.  I was  visiting  some  old  friends  and  was  introduced 
to  a young  French  woman  who  could  not  speak  English.  I arose  and  thought  I’d 
show  off  my  French.  Putting  out  my  hand,  I said,  "Bon  soir,  mademoiselle, 
vous  vous  portez  bien.  Donnez-moi  un  baiser."  Imagine  my  red  face.  Ify 
hand  was  not  accepted  I Two  arms  came  around  my  neck  and  I was  kissed  upon 
the  lips  again  and  againl  I had  mixed  my  French  and  asked  for  a kissl 

Finally,  girls,  whenever  a presentable  young  man  keeps  your  hand  too 
long,  disengage  and  run.  And  guys,  whenever  a pretty  gal  clings  to  your  hand, 
snatch  it  away  and  vamoose  like  the  wind,  for  she' s plotting  to  drag  you  to 
the  altar. 

— ooOoo 


- 7 - 


m 


s.  ' ■ 


M Ovi'A.  is  et  -ii  ;»?■<  I'*  ipvr-  ^Jpq  hciXlt*’  ‘-nnc  yi  «■•  tnik'/.i;?  ty'  t,*'. 

j ■(”.!:  ^ 0 Drt  i'.vji.'yv:.  iX  . -.rr  /Iri An  h b&OR 

n»3h  w-dTinq  ‘:-.lt  fn''  -itiTf  k-  ',  ^ ' ■npJ 

it.'V  -sT  fiJrra^q  om  p'Jrw'.’iiKjSti  j'rit  j ,LvioU  .il  ‘ic  i tf+'ia  at 

• ’^  ij  :r<fO^  lidi'f  'i©  ©oiijiJ.poon  fciit.'i.v*  , i.'t  >i;  a*' 

u't  *n&XoI*’  r ^lV’'  <<;  ■:'Vto*'0.i,h 

a;‘i  JT'rr. /rji-'I  ar>tfo,f  ..u  tr.ifi'  r-bi;I->>''.oo  i ^■..■■,x•i^r^vl  'tcjxiju;-  ‘.r.c.  :'n''5 

.'lo  f ' A irnc  Tify-"  tn.CqaOvf  ouij.»«  j:rv  /.»:;.•*  itJliX  XU:  U i’' : 

,4'aAXr'.^''nr<  y?'  ' 'cu  tf^oni  Ytxa.f-t*.'tV*  . brtf; 

V'-  qiiAXabitf,il  r»  ..••hTX-'io  '■.v'i.qblai*'’?  ai  -.y  :/  ■■■■' .1 

vcfii.'yn'yH  .letoAV^fio  •••.  ,;ii  ’iXcix.?' rfl'li:*'’  ■' .;  icin  r’t  ti  t©8±va»diq  70  fiU-.-irtoiq 
oQ  ,.  \:A.Lot:js:i  or-f"!  r.  bnf.  hrm.i  tui ; aw  vJ*  • 

r.^rirXr'^  *>W  id  V • 11*  t'-f  *-.!r  a.  • 1:  vk'-,**  n Iwa^i'jR  .1  .?  ♦■—bn 

.noXy.uJr.t  (v^y  • ; ; '-f' 

I'.w  - ijb’O  'Vf/-:  J:  ; ':.'  ..fax .toi-oan  ifr?-  iV4~  tU  ^radJ'  €'y>^q-^ii  tl  rv  ’■  -rac 

'•/  : tx-u  Bf.  :-i  ray.:  '“-■  .-1  iiJX  aX  a.ti?  ; '•!  cl-  tX 

Rijv:  ba/  ab/.’i.'tl  bX'  '^n.ltieiv  .,cv  " .vaj,,'  ividv**^  X 'u- vmb  X 

ii'y  ; .o:».;ni  b,-:a  RU'.  'ii*  1 ,dL'.* Jt>a  bXro'i  r Pinow’' ifb/re'f"  ‘uxr'iX  - 

I 'r; I.ffB  «-!-■  ■ ■■.-«.'  t'— ' ■ i;'  t-v  r-n  Cti  Jt/o  •"  > rttw'?  .I'.bih'*-: ‘i  llo 

,-■■  ■ ■»  ;T 

YH  ^;.  b*  .'  vw  enX^i  JP.T  rj?  X.>(n*?s8n4^aC!  .iioXo'  ;?a7 

ncqi^  >'1  hnr*  jiodt'  W-  •-' x.  »s?eo  luniv^  rw?  Jbr^t.y^io-c;  *0,1  bfri’.i. 

>3  'io't  ‘v'jNBK  fwm  xiaxn'J’*  b(^x2‘m  hr  . r inX^yjA  hrr.3  enU  “•'h?’ 

a.it  bns'f  XiAi'i  3q»?';X  nm  y^iur-'yy  ^ '’r?r  Jxtr‘a»  r.q  p ■ivvt<K*!iv  j'-v' 

ai(o^  ct  ejxtiio  yttft’xq  r 'i- vi- (;?•.. t ta-j/Jj'  i'::A  .ftf.*!  bjv'-’. 

0 7 1*  iT  3rtb  oi  jjnXttoXa  3 ‘one  lO'.  8hK  ©<i  >'>f(r  ..  '')nA  tX  rbt-c.u'! 

.'wiifif  «?il| 

.•«■••  .«Q  ,'*0o 


V 


MORNING  GLORY 


The  author  prefers  to  remain  unknown, 

Till  all  of  the  fruit  and  eggs  have  been  thrown. 

Throw  away  your  pillow  and  become  beautiful  overnight. 

Has  anyone  told  you  of  the  latest  beauty  treatment  for  both  men  and 
women?  They’re  writing  about  it  in  the  newspapers,  talking  about  it  on  the 
radio,  demonstrating  it  on  television,  and  charging  big  money  for  it  in  beauty 
salons.  The  secret  to  what  gives  models  and  theatrical  performers  that  spark- 
ling, ever-fresh  look  is  the  simple  habit  of  resting  several  times  a day  with 
the  feet  higher  than  the  head— no,  it’s  not  a circus  stunt.  Anybody  can  do 
it  with  a little  practice. 

Not  long  ago,  most  of  you  read  in  the  ’’Reader’ s Digest”  an  account  of 
how  wounded  soldiers  are  cared  for.  One  paragraph  explains  that  when  a 
wounded  soldier  seems  to  be  losing  consciousness,  the  nurse  tilts  his  stretch- 
er so  that  his  feet  are  a little  higher  than  his  head,  sending  the  blood  to 
his  lungs  and  brain  where  it  is  most  needed.  Just  so,  beauticians  are  work- 
ing on  this  theory  to  restore  energy  and  loveliness  to  the  faces  of  actors 
and  models. 

Wait'.  Hold  on  a minutel  Don't  try  to  tilt  your  bed  yet.  Do  it  this 
way.  When  you  lie  down  in  the  afternoon,  take  the  pillow  from  under  your 
head  and  put  it  under  your  legs  and  feet.  Stretch  your  arms  out  away  from 
your  sides,  or  circle  the  arms  up  over  your  head  so  the  lungs  are  free  to  ex- 
pand. Don’t  yield  to  the  temptation  to  fold  your  arms  under  your  head.  When 
the  head  is  lifted  by  a pillow  or  the  arms,  the  head  is  higher  than  the  feet, 
the  ribs  will  close  down  over  the  lungs,  and  you  will  breathe  with  the  stomach 
instead  of  with  the  lungs.  Be  sure  the  neck  is  straight.  If  the  neck  is  bent 
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back  so  that  the  chin  points  to  the  ceiling,  you'll  awake  with  a pain  in  the 
neck  (and  you'll  accuse  me  of  having  given  it  to  you).  So  pull  the  chin 
down  and  keep  the  back  of  the  neck  on  an  even  line  with  the  spine. 

Relax!  Ahl  Without  effort,  the  lungs  balloon,  the  air  rushes  into 
them,  and— goody,  goody— the  stomach  sinks  in  at  the  waistline.  Now,  sleep. 

If  any  of  you  Tagsters  try  this  treatment.  I'll  be  interested  in  know- 
ing the  results,  good  or  bad.  Here's  my  testimony: 

One  night  I went  to  a party  and  stayed  out  quite  late.  Because  I had 
an  appointment  early  the  next  morning,  I worried  over  the  fact  that  I had 
only  four  hours  to  sleep  that  night.  When  I got  home,  the  thought  came  to 
me  that  if  half  an  hour' s rest  without  a pillow  restored  life  in  the  after- 
noon, how  much  more  life  and  beauty  would  I have  if  I slept  without  a pillow 
all  night I It  was  winter  and  my  head  got  cold  without  my  pillow.  So  I got 
up  and  collected  not  only  my  own  pillow,  but  another  one  besides.  Placing 
these  on  each  side  of  me,  I drew  them  close  around  my  head  and  shoulders  and 
felt  that  I had  recaptured  the  joys  of  my  baby  days. 

Four  hours  later,  we  were  getting  up.  All  those  who  had  slept  with 
their  pillows  under  their  heads  instead  of  around  them  were  looking  haggard 
and  grumbling  about  the  unreasonable  alarm  clock.  But  me,  ahl  When  I went 
into  the  kitchen  for  breakfast  my  cousin  looked  at  me  and  exclaimed,  "Morning 
gloryl " 

Try  it  yourself. 
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buttons:  BUTTONS’ 


by 

Genevieve  !•  Goss 

Some  years  ago  when  I was  the  guest  of  a girl  friend  in  New  York  City^ 

I experienced  what  I call  one  of  my  most  hair-raising  adventures.  Since  my 
hostess  worked  during  the  day,  she  usually  asked  different  friends  to  take 
me  sight-seeing  at  such  time.  But  on  this  particular  morning,  she  suggested 
that  I take  the  subway  over  to  the  Bronx  where  we  were  to  be  dinner  guests 
at  a friend’ s that  evening.  I balked,  I had  no  desire  to  ride  alone  on  one 
of  those  things.  She  insisted.  So  in  the  afternoon  the  kind  landlady  walked 
over  to  the  subway  station  with  me  and  put  me  on  a car,  instructions  were 
to  count  the  stops,  I was  not  told  the  subway  train  would  blossom  into  an 
elevated  and  when  that  happened,  I was  so  confused  that  I forgot  to  count, 

I turned  to  a lady  next  to  me  for  information,  and  when  I told  her  I was 
deaf  she  started  to  shout  at  me,  I held  out  a pencil  and  pad  and  said, 
’’Please  write,”  Back  came  some  scratches  I could  not  read,  so  I asked  her 
to  please  write  larger  as  I could  not  see  well.  At  that  point,  she  jumped 
up  and  left  the  train.  So  I turned  to  another  passenger.  Same  result.  By 
this  time  I was  about  done  for  and  pining  for  dear  old  Illinois,  Then,  fi- 
nally, a really  intelligent  lady  came  to  my  rescue.  She  took  me  under  her 
wing.  We  rode  to  the  end  of  the  line  where  she  put  me  on  a return  train, 
and  in  charge  of  a young  girl  (also  bright)  who  put  me  off  at  ray  stop.  My 
friend  had  been  waiting  for  some  time  and  had  just  about  decided  to  give  up 
and  return  home  when  I appeared.  I shudder  to  think  of  what  would  have  hap- 
pened next  had  she  left  for  home  a few  moments  before* 
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It  was  my  first  job  outside  the  Workshop  for  the  Blind  in  Chicago,  and 
on  the  day  I was  to  start  work  I set  out  with  high  spirits.  Boarding  the 
elevated,  I asked  the  conductor  to  put  me  off  at  my  stop.  He  did  not.  He 
forgot  mel  Becoming  alarmed,  I turned  to  the  man  beside  me.  We  went  through 
the  same  old  routine.  Before  we  could  get  things  straight  he  got  off  the 
train.  Since  I didn't  seem  to  be  making  much  progress,  I decided  to  get  off, 
too,  before  I ended  up  out  on  the  prairie,  Down  on  the  street,  I approached 
a passerby  and  once  again  explained  my  plight.  More  hi- jinks.  Disgusted,  I 
set  about  to  see  the  country  because  at  this  point  I didn’t  feel  so  keen 
about  working,  anyway,  I had  taken  only  a few  steps  when  who  should  come 
along  but  a young  woman  who  worked  in  the  office  of  the  plant.  She  recog- 
nized me  and  we  headed  back  together,  arriving  shortly  before  noon.  Better 
late  than  never I 

During  my  first  trip  to  California  (but  not  my  first  experience  on  a 
Pullman),  I left  my  berth  to  get  a glass  of  water.  After  hopping  back  in 
(I  was  in  a lower),  I had  just  dozed  off  when  I was  frightened  almost  out 
of  my  wits  by  a hand  reaching  through  the  curtain,  tapping  me  on  the  shoul- 
der, Stepping  into  the  aisle,  I discovered  a stout,  middle-aged  gentleman 
glaring  at  me,  I then  realized  I was  not  in  my  own  berthl  Before  he  could 
make  a fuss  I explained  my  deafness,  and  asked  him  please  not  to  shout  and 
rouse  everyone.  When  I told  him  the  mistake  was  due  to  my  poor  sight,  he 
calmed  down  and  during  the  rest  of  the  trip  was  very  kind.  But  back  in  my 
own  berth,  I did  a lot  of  sheep- counting  that  night  before  I managed  a few 
hours  sleep. 

Now,  with  these  and  many  similar  experiences  behind  me,  and  as  I look 
ahead  with  misgivings  at  the  others  sure  to  follow,  I am  firmly  convinced 
that  we  deaf-blind  need  something  more  than  a white  cane  and  we  need  it 
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badly.  And  that,  my  friends,  is  a button,  clearly  marked,  indicating  our 


double-handicap.  It  seems  to  me  that  such  an  identification  badge,  worn  on 
the  coat  lapel  or  dress,  would  save  everyone  a lot  of  time,  patience,  and 
breath.  What  do  you  think? 


— ooOoo— 


Editor*  s Mote;  Things  happen  fast  these  daysi  Shortly  after  this  was 
written,  we  received  a further  note  from  Miss  Goss  which  we  think  makes  a 
fitting  postscript  to  her  article.  She  writes: 

*'1  now  have  my  button'.  Today  I used  it  for  the  first  time,  so  I 
thought  I'd  tell  you  about  it.  One  of  the  old  ladies  is  in  the  hospital 
and  as  the  Matron  is  on  vacation,  I go  over  every  day  to  see  her.  It  is  a 

long  walk,  but  I enjoy  it.  Well,  today  was  the  first  time  I went  alone. 

I pinned  on  my  button  and  took  my  cane  and  said  to  myself,  'Now  we  shall 
see  what  we  shall  see'.'  It  is  a great  big  hospital  with  a training-school 
—and  lots  of  doors.  I wasn't  sure  I could  find  the  right  one,  but  as  I 
approached,  a man  coming  from  the  opposite  direction  spotted  my  badge  (or 
maybe  me?)  and  held  the  door  open... so  in  I went.  Someone  showed  me  the 

way  to  the  elevator  and  two  ladies  there  asked  which  floor  I wanted.  They 

helped  me  off  and  I started  down  the  hall  in  the  right  direction,  but  of 
course  couldn't  see  to  read  the  room  numbers.  Along  came  a nurse  and  took 
me  by  the  arm  and  I told  her  what  room — and  so  I arrived.  And  I tell  you 
it  was  a relief  not  to  have  all  the  fuss  of  writing  on  pads  or  trying  to 
convince  folks  I am  STONE  deaf.  And  the  return  trip  was  just  as  easy.  I 
am  very  happy  to  have  the  button.  It  is  just  the  thing  for  traveling — 
changing  trains,  buses,  planes — meeting  folks  for  the  first  time.  All 
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they  need  do  is  look  for  that  button.  Yes,  I approve  of  it  a hundred  per 
cent  I ” 


SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMENT 

The  buttons  referred  to  above  may  be  obtained  at  3^^  each  plus 
postage  by  writing  to: 

Mr.  Harold  Hathaway 
60)4  East  Market  Street 
Akron,  Ohio 

Designed  by  Mr.  Hathaway,  the  button  measures  about  two  inches  in 
diameter.  It  has  black  lettering  on  a white  background,  with  a white  cane 
outlined  in  the  center. 

As  Mr.  Hathaway  has  personally  financed  the  manufacture  of  an  initial 
quantity  of  100  buttons,  and  is  distributing  them  at  cost,  it  is  requested 
that  a self-addressed  stamped  envelope  be  enclosed,  along  with  the  thirty- 
five  cents,  for  each  button  ordered.  Distribution  is  l:'-;Tiited  to  the  United 
States  and  Canada. 

— -ooOoo— 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


News  Notes  Cleaned  Here  and  There 
by 

Lillian  Sabinske 

A roan  in  Australia  brought  this  item  to  our  attention.  It  seems  he 
had  a female  dog  that  recently  presented  him  with  a litter  of  pups  of  as- 
sorted shapes,  sizes  and  sexes.  The  main  attraction  in  the  litter  was  one 
pup  that  fairly  rocked  its  owner  back  on  his  heels,  for  it  was  greenl  Re- 
covering from  his  astonishment  at  this  odd-colored  poochie,  he  promptly 
announced  he  was  naming  it  ’’Irish.”  Evidently  the  mother  of  the  dog  had 
been  in  close  contact  with  Nature's  chlorophyll. 

* 

At  Hinton,  West  Virginia,  James  Thomas  was  fishing  with  a friend  from 
a platform  below  the  Bluestone  Dam,  irtien  he  fell  twenty  feet  into  a weir. 

The  current  swept  him  up  against  baffle  posts  and  battered  him  back  and 
forth.  His  friend  began  casting  with  his  fly  rod  and  finally  managed  to 
hook  Thomas’  clothing  and  reel  him  in  to  shore.  There  he  administered  arti- 
ficial respiration  and  revived  the  victim.  At  last  report,  Thomas  is  in  the 
hospital  recovering  fraa  bruises,  cuts,  and  a fractured  leg.  That  was  one 
time  a man  was  thankful  a friend  proved  his  skill  with  a rod  and  reel,  and 
^ad  he  was  there  to  prove  the  story  of  the  big  one  that  didn’t  get  away. 

* * 

For  many  years  the  State  of  Michigan  has  been  called  the  Wolverine 
State.  The  reason  for  this  title  was  a mystery,  for  the  state  had  no 
wolverines.  The  situation  was  remedied  recently  when  two  hunters  in  Canada 
captured  a young  wolverine  and  shipped  it  to  the  State  of  Michigan  as  a 
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gift.  Now  Michigan  has  a legal  title  to  the  animal  which  is  its  name- 
sake. 

* * * 

In  Pasadena  some  folks  are  suffering  with  the  itch,  and  the  City  Health 
Officer,  in  scratching  around  for  an  explanation,  came  up  with  this:  It 
seems  a recent  city-wide  clean-rp,  which  was  called  ’^Operation  Junkyard," 
led  to  the  destruction  of  many  sub-standard  structures.  This  resulted  in  a 
sort  of  Pied  Piper  turn  of  events,  as  it  caused  a lot  of  rats  to  leave  town. 
The  rats  left  behind  them  millions  of  rat  mites,  which  are  attacking  humans 
to  maintain  their  blood  diet.  A dozen  cases  of  itching  infection  caused  by 
the  bite  of  the  tiny  mites  have  been  reported  to  date.  I guess  it  could  be 
called  a case  of  "Look  out  for  the  mite  might  bite." 

* * 

Maude  Adams,  demure  and  winsome  darling  of  the  theater,  was  buried  on 
her  twelve-hundred  acre  estate  during  the  summer  (July  19).  Death  came  to 
the  modest,  publicity-si^  woman  at  the  age  of  eighty,  and  her  funeral  was 
carried  out  in  a manner  she  would  have  desired — quietly  and  without  fanfare. 

-M- 

Southwestern  United  States,  which  has  undergone  a serious  drought  the 
past  summer,  is  a real  disaster  area.  Part  of  the  affected  territory — 
Roswell,  New  Mexico — now  has  a by-product  of  the  drought  to  worry  about. 

Lush  irrigated  cotton  lands  have  been  invaded  by  hordes  of  jack  rabbits. 
These  long-eared  bunnies  have  caused  extensive  damage,  with  one  farmer  re- 
porting the  destruction  of  twenty-five  acres  of  cotton  plants  on  his  place 
alone.  Maybe  the  rabbits  think  they’re  cottontails! 

* 

In  the  recent  Wimbledon  Tennis  Tournament,  the  final  match  found  two 
American  women  meeting  for  the  title.  Maureen  Connolly  and  Doris  Hart 
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battled  right  down  to  the  wire  before  ’’Little  Mo”  managed  to  whip  Miss 
Hart  and  win  her  second  Wimbledon  title  in  a row.  Miss  Hart  is  also  a 
former  Wimbledon  champ. 

* * -M- 

In  the  boxing  world,  Archie  Moore  recently  successfully  defended  his 
title  in  a fifteen-round  battle  in  Ogden,  Utah,  with  the  man  from  whom  he 
took  the  crown,  Joey  Maxim  of  Cleveland.  It  was  a close  but  unanimous 
decision.  Now  Moore  says  he  may  go  to  South  America  in  search  of  new 
fields  to  conquer,  as  his  manager  points  out  that  there's  no  one  left  here 
to  fight. 

At  Williams  Air  Force  Base  in  Arizona  two  B-50  bombers  collided  27,000 
feet  above  the  earth,  bringing  death  to  eight  men.  After  the  collision, 
one  plane  crashed  to  the  ground  and  burned — the  other,  which  was  not  serious- 
ly damaged,  returned  to  Tucson.  This  tragic  accident  was  followed  by  one 
in  Florida.  A Marine  cargo  plane  crashed  on  a farm  and  burst  into  flames 
after  taking  off  from  Whiting  Field,  near  Milton,  Forty-one  young  Naval 
ROTC  midshipmen  and  crewmen  were  killed.  Five  other  occupants  of  the  ill- 
fated  plane  were  rushed  to  hospitals  with  serious  injuries.  Later,  a big 
transocean  airliner  went  down  near  Wake  Island  and  all  of  the  fifty-eight 
persons  aboard  were  lost.  Navy  men  in  small  boats  fought  off  sharks  as 
they  attempted  to  recover  the  bodies.  They  were  also  hampered  by  high  winds 
and  poor  visibility.  Most  of  the  casualties  were  workers  and  their  families 
employed  in  a construction  operation  on  Giiam.  Taps  for  107  more  victims  of 
air  tragedies — more  names  turned  into  statistics. 

* * * 

\ 
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In  Hutchinson,  Kansas,  Mrs.  Bessie  Reinhart  operates  a kennel  which 
takes  care  of  five  Pekinese.  All  five  Pekes  had  litters  the  same  week* 

One  mother,  Taffy  Pat,  lost  her  litter.  For  days  she  watched  the  other 
dogs  nurse  their  pups,  until  finally  she  could  restrain  herself  no  longer. 
Her  mother-instinct  proving  too  strong  to  bear,  she  stole  one  pup  from 
each  of  the  other  four  mothers.  None  protested  and  Taffy  Pat  mothered  the 
stolen  babies  as  if  they  were  her  own. 

* * * 

Here  is  one  that  may  leave  you  gasping.  At  Towanda,  Pennsylvania, 
Justice  of  the  Peace  Oliver  D,  Goodrich  performed  a marriage  ceremony 
which  united  George  B.  Archer,  the  J.P.'s  grandfather,  and  Mrs.  Daisy  Mae 
Shipp,  the  J.P.'s  mother-in-law.  This  was  the  result — Archer  is  now 
Goodrich's  step-father-in-law.  The  new  Mrs.  Archer  is  Goodrich's  step- 
grandmother.  Archer  is  now  Mrs.  Goodrich's  step-father.  Someone  else  can 
take  it  from  there. 

^ ^ 

At  Caldwell,  Idaho,  sportsmen  are  hoping  their  new  conservation  of- 
ficer will  fail  to  live  up  to  his  name.  It  is  Les  Trout,  After  all,  what 
fisherman  doesn't  want  more  trout i 

■K-  * -K- 

In  Boston  a spinster  died,  and  when  bank  officials  opened  a safe- 
deposit  box  in  which  she  had  stored  a number  of  valuables,  they  were 
astounded.  This  is  what  they  discovered:  Hand  grenades,  rifle  cartridges, 
primers  for  big  artillery  shells,  parachute  flares,  and  barbed  wire.  They 
were  mementos  of  her  service  as  a YMCA  worker  in  World  War  I.  The  hot 
mementos  were  turned  over  to  the  police, 

* * * 
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We  have  often  been  advised  to  see  our  dentist  at  least  twice  a year, 
but  there  is  a little  girl  in  Chicago  who  paid  her  dentist  a visit  before 
she  was  three  weeks  old.  Darlene  Pugh  was  bom  with  a good-size  lower 
incisor  which  had  to  be  removed  because  it  was  scraping  her  tongue.  The 
tooth  was  extracted  in  a Chicago  hospital. 

* * 

In  San  Antonio,  Texas,  Mrs.  Bill  Evans  was  holding  her  eighteen-raonth- 
old  daughter,  Roxane,  on  her  lap  and  feeding  her  when  the  child  somehow  un- 
fastened a window  latch,  rolled  out  the  window  and  fell  to  the  ground — two 
stories  down.  Bushes  broke  the  fall  and  the  child  was  only  bruised.  This 
brings  to  mind  a story  about  the  man  who  fell  out  of  a window  on  the  eighth 
floor  of  a building,  landed  on  his  head  and  broke  a leg. 

* 

In  Boston  there  is  a hotel  which  caters  to  women  only.  It  is  the 
Franklin  Square  House,  and  claims  the  distinction  of  being  the  world’s 
largest  hotel  exclusively  for  the  fair  sex.  It  has  accommodations  for 
eight  hundred  guests,  and  in  the  fifty-one  years  of  its  existence  has 
registered  a quarter  of  a million  women  from  the  forty-eight  states  and 
sixty  foreign  countries.  No  comments,  please. 

Editor’s  Note;  I blush  to  admit  it,  Lillian,  but  I stayed  there 

iTQrself  many,  many  years  ago— to  save  money J 

— ooOoo— 
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BETSIE  BAEKS 


Hellol  How  are  you?  We  are  fine. 

VJe  are  ’’living  the  life  of  Rileyo”  That  is  something  called  an  expres- 
sion^ my  boss  tells  me^  and  it  means  that  life  is  pleasant.  This  is  because 
Betty  Riley  has  come  to  work  in  our  office.  She  has  to  work  very  hard  and  I 
am  sorry  about  that«  It  is  better  under  the  desk  where  you  can  take  naps, 

Betty  Riley  likes  me>  I think,  because  she  smiles  at  me  and  sometimes 
winks.  Then  I thump  iTQr  tail. 

Betty  is  not  tall  but  she  looks  tall  because  she  is  so  thin.  She  has 
curly  hair,  light  brown  and  sort  of  sandy.  She  is  happy  looking  and  smart, 
too.  She  can  spell  and  my  boss  says  spelling  is  really  hard.  She  has  to 
listen  to  my  boss  talk  and  talk  and  that  is  hard,  too.  Her  nickname  is 
Betsie  but  we  can’t  use  that.  It  would  mix  us  up  too  much, 

boss  and  I went  to  the  beach  for  our  vacation.  As  soon  as  we  got  there 
I knew  something  was  wrong  because  Rusty,  the  cat,  wouldn’t  speak  to  me,  not 
even  spit.  She  just  sat  there  staring  at  a box  with  big  round  yellow  eyes.  My 
boss  opened  the  box  and  showed  me  a tiny  kitten  that  squeaked  and  it  looked 
funny.  Then  it  crawled  up  my  boss’  arm  to  her  shoulder  and  squeaked  some  more. 
She  petted  it  and  I turned  my  back.  I didn’t  like  that  kitten  and  neither 
did  Rusty.  My  boss  said  my  nose  was  out  of  joint,  whatever  that  means. 

Rusty’ s nose  was  out  of  joint,  too.  But  after  that  the  kitten  went  away  and 
then  we  all  had  a good  time,  I dug  holes  in  the  sand  and  caught  lots  of  flies 
and  mosquitoes.  boss  sawed  some  wood  for  our  fireplace  next  winter.  I 
tried  to  help  but  she  tied  me  to  a fence.  She  doesn't  let  me  help  cut  the 
grass  either.  Isn’t  it  strangei 

I hope  all  of  you  had  a happy  summer,  too. 

Thank  you  and  good-bye. 

Betsie  Dinsmore 
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HEARD  ON  THE  RADIO 


ADDRESS  UNKNOWN 

The  proverbial  absent-minded  professor  spent  an  evening  with  a col- 
league and  his  wife,  and  the  conversation  was  spirited  until  about  two  in 
the  morning  when,  after  several  elaborate  yawns  had  been  ignored,  the  col- 
league said,  ’’Listen,  old  man,  I hate  to  put  you  out,  but  I have  a nine 

I 

o’clock  class  in  the  morning.” 

’’Good  heavens,”  said  the  professor,  blushing  violently,  ”I  thought 
you  were  at  house  I ” 


BE  SPECIFIC  I 

Boss:  ”Where’ s my  pencil?” 

Secretary:  ’’Behind  yo\ir  ear.” 

Boss:  ’’Come,  come,  I’m  a busy  man.  Which  ear?” 


ACTIONS  SPEAK  LOUDER  THAN  WRDS 

Mother  sent  little  Willie  over  to  play  at  his  cousin’s  house.  When  he 
ret\irned  almost  immediately,  she  wanted  to  know  why. 

"Well,  something  told  me  Aunt  Mary  didn’t  want  me,”  he  said. 

"Did  she  say  so?” 

”No-o,”  Willie  said,  ’’but  she  put  me  out  on  the  porch  and  then  locked 
all  the  doors.” 


BASEMENT,  PLEASE i 

Want  ad:  "Wcsnan,  21,  would  like  Job  running  elevator  in  office 
building.  Has  no  experience  and  would  like  to  begin  in  low  building.” 
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THE  ACID  TEST 


A distinguished  scientist  was  observing  the  heavens  through  the  huge 
telescope  at  the  Mt.  Wilson  Observatory.  Suddenly  he  announced>  "It's 
going  to  rain." 

"What  makes  you  think  so?"  asked  his  assistant. 

"Because,"  said  the  astronomer,  still  peering  through  the  telescope, 
"iny  corns  hiirt." 


ECONOMY 

Sandy  MacTavish  and  his  wife  decided  to  adopt  a child,  and  asked  at 
the  home  for  a nice  little  girl.  One  was  produced  and  Mrs.  MacTavish  was 
about  to  close  the  deal  when  Sandy  whispered  to  his  wife: 

"Listen^  woman,  let’s  have  a boy.  Ha’e  ye  forgotten  the  lad's  cap  we 
found  on  the  train?" 


CONFIRMEDl 

Mother  and  young  daughter  were  in  the  kitchen  washing  dishes,  while 
Father  and  seven-year-old  Warren,  as  befitted  the  men  of  the  household, 
were  in  the  living  room  perusing  the  evening  paper.  Suddenly  there  sounded 
the  crash  of  falling  dishes*  Father  and  Warren  listened  expectantly  in  the 
ensijdng  silence. 

"It  was  Mother,"  Warren  finally  announced. 

"How  do  you  know?"  Father  inquired. 

"Because,"  answered  Warren  firmly,  "she  isn't  saying  anything." 
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SILENCE  IS  GCLDEN 


Overheard  in  the  lobby  of  a Broadway  theater— 

First  Playgoer*  "That  woman  is  the  worst  actress  I*ve  ever  seen.” 
Second  Playgoer:  *’Oh?  She  happens  to  be  my  wife," 

First  Playgoer:  "I  beg  your  pardon,  VIhat  I meant  to  say  was  that  she 
was  a good  actress  in  a terrible  play.  Do  you  happen  to  know  who  wrote  it?” 
Second  Playgoer:  ’’Yes — I did.” 


OBEY  THE  LAW 

This  is  a true  story,  we  are  told.  There  is  a sign  in  front  of  a 
school-crossing  in  Azusa,  California,  It  reads  as  follows:  "Drive  slowly, 
don’t  kill  our  little  children j wait  for  a teacher." 


LOST  AND  FOUND 

All  through  the  game  a staunch  supporter  had  loudly  cheered  the  home 
team  on  to  victory.  But  suddenly  he  became  silent.  Turning  to  his  pal,  he 
whispered: 

"I’ve  lost  my  voice,” 

"Don’t  worry,"  was  the  reply,  "you’ll  find  it  in  my  left  ear," 


NEXT  CASE 

A small  boy  explained  a broken  window  to  a policeman  as  follows* 
"I  was  cleaning  n^r  slingshot  and  it  went  off," 
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WHAT'S  THERE? 


"Why  try  so  hard?”  their  eyes  inquire  5 
"What’s  there  inside  for  you  to  find? 

What  can  you  reach  or  how  inspire 
The  one  who  is  both  deaf  and  blind?" 

"What’s  there?"  I wonder ^ too*  I peer 
Through  soundless  dark  and  empty  night* 

A struggling  bird  imprisoned  here 
May  strive  zo  soar  in  flight* 

Both  doorways  to  the  stars  are  barred s 
One  tries,  and  if  one  fails 
One  tries  again  to  help  them  find 
The  stars  on  finger  trails. 

Yet  somewhere  just  beyond  those  eyes 
Which  see  no  night  or  day. 

Or  through  those  ears  where  lullabies 
Have  never  found  their  way. 

And  somehow  through  tiiose  hands  that  stray 
In  gestures  strange  and  wild— 

Those  listening  hands  will  help  us  find 
The  soul  of  one  small. child* 

—Lillian  Fitzsimmons 

(a  teacher  of  little  deaf-blind  children) 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMCRE 


”Whee-ee-eel"  said  Jiiraiy  triumphantly  as  he  perched  on  my  lap,  clasping 
chubby  hands  around  his  knee.  He  looked  very  much  like  a teddy  bear  with  a 
quizzical  expression,  as  if  he  were  asking  the  world  to  explain  itself  to  him-. 

Jimmy  had  been  enrolled  in  the  Deaf-Blind  Division  of  the  Iowa  School 
for  the  Deaf  for  four  months,  after  years  of  discouraging  efforts  to  find  a: 
school  for  him.  Here  he  was  at  long  last,  blossoming  in  the  sunshine  of 
genuine  understanding  and  highly  skilled  teaching,  A lump  rose  in  my  throat 
at  the  thought  of  his  mother.  What  relief  she  must  have  been  e^qseriencing 
at  that  very  moment  1 

Jimmy  had  enough  vision  to  see  colors,  and  as  he  returned  to  his  little 
table,  his  teacher,  wearing  a bright  red  skirt,  bent  over  to  pick  up  something 
from  the  floor,  Jimmy  examined  the  rising  half -moon  of  scarlet  with  cautious 
astonishment,  but  resisted  an  obvious  impulse  to  explore  it  by  touch.  Oh, 
Jimnyl  May  there  be  many  bright  moments  in  life  for  you,  and  for  other  little 
deaf-blind  boys  and  girls I 

Prior  to  the  stop-over  in  Iowa,  Betsie  and  I had  been  traveling  literally 
from  coast  to  coast— blizzards  in  Boston,  Massachusetts;  summer  heat  in  Boise, 
Idaho;  rainy  dampness  in  Portland,  Oregon,  and  Seattle,  Washington,  It  seemed 
as  if  I were  continually  changing  my  watch  from  time  zone  to  time  zone,  or  else 
mentally  adding  or  subtracting  hours,  VJhen  Daylight  Saving  came  in,  I gave  up 
entirely  and  depended  on  others  to  keep  me  posted  as  to  the  time  of  day. 

Highlights  of  our  trip  were  marked  by  visits  with  two  of  our  deaf-blind 
friends— Ethel  Holden  of  Boise,  and  Lexie  Howard  of  Clarkston,  Washington, 
Somehow  all  the  trouble  of  planning  for  a trip  and  the  energy  required  to 
see  it  through  fall  into  the  background  as  merely  incidental  when  there  is  a 
chance  to  talk  directly  with  deaf-blind  people. 

We  met  Ethel  Holden  at  a picnic  first,  then  at  the  apartment  of  her  heme 
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teacher.  The  picnic  was  held  at  a dairy  ranch  owned  and  operated  by  a blind 
farmer.  A number  of  Ethel's  friends  were  there  and  she  was  surrounded  most 
of  "the  time,  a popular  lady.  Betsie  and  I had  a better  chance  to  get  ac- 
quainted with  her  at  the  second  meeting  and  we  enjoyed  her  tremendously.  In 
fact,  the  time  went  much  too  fast,  as  it  always  does  on  such  occasions. 

Lexie  Howard  came  to  meet  us  at  the  hotel  with  several  of  her  friends o 
Then  ia  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  a cumber  of  other  friends  dropped 
in,  so  that  it  soon  seemed  like  a reception  and  we  all  had  a gay  time.  She 
recited  two  of  her  monologues  with  a real  flare  for  the  dramatic.  Lexie  had 
a number  of  original  signals,  such  as  a pinch  on  the  wrist  for  "yes,”  a touch 
running  down  the  arm  from  the  shoulder  for  "I  don't  know,"  etc.  Keeping 
track  of  individual  signals  requires  concentration  on  my  part,  and  at  times  I 
wish  these  could  be  standardized.  However,  it  doesn't  really  matter.  But 
don't  you  think  a pinch  is  a bit  pert?  Lexie  and  her  friends  were  delightful 
conpargr  and  it  was  satisfying  to  realize  how  sincerely  these  people  were  de- 
voted to  her.  It  was  very  evident,  though,  that  it  was  Lexie 's  own  personal- 
ity, her  keen  interest  in  others,  that  held  these  friendships  firmly  to  her. 
Again  the  time  slipped  by  in  record  speed. 

Back  in  New  York,  a fresh,  warm  breeze,  is  blowing  across  my  desk,  a 
breeze  which  gives  a hint  of  hot  sunny  days  to  come  and  yet  holds  a lingering 
touch  of  coolness.  It  is  a gay  little  wind  playing  with  my  papers  and  irds- 
chievously  leaving  a coating  of  city  dust  on  every  exposed  surface.  Somehow 
my  spirits  rise  in  response— there  is  work  to  be  done— summer  days  ahead. 
Later  on  there  will  be  long  restful  hours  on  the  beach  with  carefree  company. 
It  is  important  to  look  ahead,  to  plan  ahead  with  confidence.  May  the  summer 
hold  for  you  some  rest,  some  excitement  and  many  happy  hours  of  sunshine* 

Annette  B.  Dinsmore 
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PERSONALLY  YOURS 


by 

Ojr  Roving  Reporter 

Deaf  for  nine  years  and  blind  for  the  last  six,  Florine  Davis  5.s 
one  of  the  liveliest  young  ladies  we*ve  encountered  in  a long  timej 
She  lives  at  the  Lighthouse  in  Austin,  Texas,  where  for  the  past  three 
years  she^s  been  employed  as  a weaver*  She  has  learned  to  operate  thir- 
teen looms,  turning  out  colorful  rugs,  place  mats,  various  types  of  bags, 
and  many  such  saleable  articles* 

Flo  loves  her  work*  She  still  recalls  the  thrill  of  receiving  her 
first  pay  check*  ’*1  guess  you  can  imagine  how  I felt,”  she  said*  "A  few 
years  ago  I thought  anything  like  this  would  be  impossible,  but  oh,  vrtiat 
a mistake  1”  Additional  excitement,  according  to  Flo,  is  the  participa- 
tion in  the  activities  at  the  Lighthouse*  She  enjoys  entertainments, 
parties,  visitors,  and  the  demonstrations  before  sighted  groups,  showing 
different  methods  of  communication  with  deaf-blind  people# 

As  Flo  points  out,  she  is  fortunate  in  having  retained  her  speech  and 
a memory  of  colors*  She*s  fussy  about  her  personal  appearance  and  her 
favorite  color  is  dark  red,  which  matches  the  warmth  of  her  personality* 
Flo  said,  "I  told  my  girl  friend  that  I like  red  and  she  said,  ‘It  likes 
you, • ” 

One  of  the  things  that  continually  delights  and  amazes  her  is  the 
friendliness  of  department  store  clerks.  When  she  goes  shopping,  she 
e:q)lained,  her  mother  has  to  tell  her  sizes,  prices,  colors,  etc,,  by 
printing  on  her  hand*  It  took  a little  while  before  any  of  the  sales- 
people ventured  to  ask  if  they  might  try  this  themselves,  but  now,  she 
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continues  proudly,  "some  of  them  have  even  learned  the  manual." 

Flo  described  a typical  day  at  the  Lighthouse.  She’s  ip  at  six  each 
morning,  showers,  dresses  and  puts  her  room  in  order.  After  breakfast 
she  finishes  "printing,"  takes  her  cane  and,  in  her  own  words,  "hightails 
it  for  the  shop."  There  she  spends  the  day  working  at  her  loom.  When 
someone  in  the  shop  wants  to  converse  with  Flo,  he  puts  a hand  on  her 
shoulder.  She  lays  down  her  shuttle  and  extends  a hand  for  communication# 
They  have  some  quick  signals  for  "yes,"  "no,"  "repeat." 

The  shop  assistant  is  always  pleasant  to  her— full  of  fun— and  they’re 
great  friends.  One  morning  she  gave  Flo  an  assignment  and  then  dashed  off 
about  her  duties.  When  she  returned  a little  later,  she  discovered  that 
she’d  given  her  the  wong  thread  and  twelve  inches  had  to  be  pulled  out 
and  rewoven#  "Well,"  said  Flo,  "I  snorted  at  her  (just  to  get  some  fun 
out  of  her)."  "Do  you  want  to  kill  me?"  the  culprit  asked.  "Nope,"  Flo 
replied.  "There  are  probably  times  when  you  feel  like  killing  me,  so  , 
we’re  even." 

l-^en  the  day’s  work  is  over  and  supper  out  of  the  way,  Flo  usually 
rests  and  reads  in  her  room  till  about  eight.  Then,  she  stated,  is  when 
the  real  fun  begins.  "Everyone  heads  for  the  dining  room  for  coffee ‘and 
the  evening  gab  session.  Somebody  always  strikes  up  the  piano  and  we  are 
dancing,"  Flo  likes  to  dance  I She  also  likes  to  "listen"  to  music  by 
placing  her  hands  on  the  piano.  "The  last  time  I heard  music,"  she  said, 
"was  in  19U3." 

One  of  the  things  Flo  misses  since  her  deafness  is  her  violin.  "Be- 
fore I came  to  the  Lighthouse  I used  to  sit  out  in  the  back  yard  and  play 
until  I had  the  chickens  dancing  up  and  down  in  their  coops." 
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VJhile  the  chickens  may  not  be  dancing  to  Flo’s  fiddle  these  days, 
there  is  still  plenty  of  activity  in  the  Davis  household  when  she  and  her 
friends  from  the  Lighthouse  spend  week-ends  and  holidays  there.  Her 
parents'  home  is  on  Lake  Travis,  about  thirty  miles  from  Austin  in  the 
midst  of  wild  and  beautiful  cedar  woods.  Flo  likes  to  fish,  "At  home 
I'm  a tomboy,"  she  confessed,  "but  I can  be  domestic,  too,  and  help 
Mother  with  the  housework.  We  do  have  gay  times  and  I only  wish  that  all 
iry  deaf-blind  friends  could  have  the  same  opportunities  for  work  and  play* 
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DEAF-BLIND  AHTIST  PRESENTS  ONE-WOMAN  SHOW 

Geraldine  Lawhorn,  deaf-blind  actress,  will  present  her  one-woman 
show  this  Friday  at  the  Bown  Adams  Professional  Studio,  306  West  8lst 
Street,  New  York  Oily. 

Miss  Lawhorn  has  also  written  the  show  herself  in  blank  verse. 

It  is  entitled  "The  Secret  of  the  Cup,"  and  depicts  the  lives  of  four 
generations  assembled  to  celebrate  a silver  wedding  anniversary. 

Miss  Lawhorn  has  just  returned  to  New  York  after  presenting  her 
show  in  Chicago,  Cleveland  and  Philadelphia, 

The  show  is  staged  and  directed  by  Bown  Adams, 

# # # # # 

Editor's  Note;  This  is  a reprint  of  a news  release  issued  Hay  1953* 
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PEEPER-JEAN 


by 

Sunny  Nyman 

It's  a rainy  April  morning  on  the  South  Dakota  prairies*  I think 
the  sunshine  will  come  out  and  warm  things  up.  As  I sit  here  ty  the 
window  I think  of  baby  chicks. 

Yes,  it’s  baby  chick  time  and  that  was  always  a happy  time  for  me 
when  I liked  on  the  Beam  farm  west  of  the  Missouri  River,  This  was  one 
of  the  nicest  farms  and  ranches  in  Ihe  sagebrush  coimtry. 

One  rainy  April  day  Mrs,  Beam  brought  in  a tiny  dark  broTO  chick 
whose  legs  were  hurt.  I found  a box  and  some  warm  pieces  of  old  blanket 
I couldn’ t hear,  but  everybody  said  the  little  chick  peeped  all  the 
time. 

When  she  got  older,  I named  her  "Peeper-Jean"  and  she  knew  her  name 
Peeper's  legs  weren't  straight  and  one  foot  came  off,  but  she  was  brave 
and  happy, 

I fixed  a little  shelter  for  her  near  our  house,  in  the  big  yard. 
Every  morning  she  went  hunting  for  bugs  and  always  got  a big  crop  full. 
Her  wings  were  strong  and  she  had  keen  hearing  and  good  sight,  VJhen  she 
saw  me  coming,  she  would  hop  and  fly.  Sometimes  she  would  fly  up  on  rry 
shoulder  and  pick  at  iry  hair  and  talk  to  me.  We  had  our  picture  taken 
together. 

That  Fall  I had  to  train  Peeper  to  roost  in  the  big  chicken  house. 
At  first, the  old  hens  were  very  ;^alous  of  Peeper  and  "high-hatted"  her. 
But  they  got  over  it  and  soon  Peeper  was  roosting  and  gossiping  with 
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them.  She  turned  out  to  be  one  of  our  best  egg-layers* 

I had  my  nice  little  chicken  friend  for  two  years  and  shed  lots  of 
tears  when  I went  out  one  sunset  to  find  her  dead*  I made  a pretty  flower 
bed  over  her  grave,  near  bedroom  window,  by  a little  tree*  The  Beans 
say  the  flowers  bloom  out  there  every  year*  So  Peeper- Jean  is  still 
spreading  sunshine* 
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PEMTJSyLVANIA,  THE  THIRD  LARGEST  STATE 

by 

Margaret  E,  Ely 

Of  course  it  would  require  too  much  space  to  tell  the  whole  history 
of  Pennsylvania,  but  this  will  give  an  idea  of  what  Pennsy  has.  But  first, 
let's  eDq)lain  that  Pennsylvania  was  land  granted  to  William  Penn  in  pay- 
ment of  debts  owed  his  father,  and  when  Penn  saw  its  rich  green  wooded 
country,  he  named  it  Penn's  Woods  for  his  father. 

We  have  in  Pennsylvania  over  ten  thousand  blind  and  deaf-blind,  and 
each  of  the  sixty-seven  counties  of  the  state  has  a workshop  for  the  blind* 
About  one-fourth  of  this  ten  thousand  live  in  and  around  that  grand  old 
Quaker  City,  Philadelphia.  Another  fourth  live  in  and  near  Pittsburgh,  a 
city  of  great  industrial  importance# 

Pittsburgh  is  the  center  of  the  greatest  metal  production  ever  attained 
in  one  area,  and  two  of  the  largest  steel  mills  in  the  world,  with  their 
belching  blast  furnaces,  are  only  a few  miles  away  along  the  Ohio  River* 
Electrical  goods  and  equipment  are  made  in  large  quantities  in  this  city, 
which  is  the  home  of  Westinghouse  and  other  well-known  corporations,  Pitts- 
burgh is  the  twelfth  largest  city  in  the  United  States,  and  Philadelphia  is 
the  third  largest, 

Philadelphia,  with  its  subways  and  overhead  tracks,  its  skyscrapers 
and  historic  shrines,  its  factories  and  mills,  is  now  a great  sprawling  in- 
dustrial giant  and  William  Penn  would  never  recognize  his  "greene  countrie 
towne".  The  mills  make  Philadelphia  a leader  in  the  manufacture  of  knitted 
goods,  fine  hosiery  and  textiles.  Every  year  thousands  of  visitors  from 
all  over  the  United  States  come  to  visit  Independence  Hall,  where  the 
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Declaration  of  Independence  was  written  and  signed  and  the  Constitute. on  was 
drawn  xq)*  Now  it  is  the  home  of  the  Liberty  Bell* 

Pennsylvania  is  rich  in  historic  landmarks,  including  Valley  Forge  and 
the  battlefield  of  Gettysburg,  both  of  xAiich  are  now  national  shrines* 
Mountain  Laurel  is  the  state  flower,  and  the  state  is  almost  unsur- 
passed in  the  United  States  for  its  great  variety  of  flowers  and  wildlife. 
There  are  lots  of  mountains,  forests,  rivers,  mountain  streams,  lakes  and 
ponds— and  plenty  of  hunting  and  fishing* 

Thousands  of  tons  of  coal  (bituminous  and  anthracite)  are  taken  out  of 
our  mines  and  shipped  to  the  whole  world,  Pennsy  also  produces  coke,  petro- 
leum, iron  ore,  pig  iron,  lime,  cement,  slate,  and  it  has  an  enormous  wealth 
of  minerals. 

Bordering  the  coal  mines  is  seme  of  the  richest  and  most  productive 
farm  land  in  the  U.  S,  Many  tons  of  potatoes,  apples,  wheat,  oats,  corn, 
tobacco,  and  mushrooms  are  raised  and  shipped  far  and  wide  each  year#  And 
I mustn't  forget  to  mention  its  dairy  and  poultry  farming  which  produces  more 
than  half  the  farm  income* 

In  the  mining  and  steel  districts  and  in  the  factories  there  are  immi- 
grants from  almost  every  country  in  Europe,  In  the  farming  counties,  and 
particularly  Lancaster  County,  are  the  quaint  Pennsylvan ia  Dutch:  the  Amish, 
Ilennonites,  Dunkards,  and  other  similar  religious  sects.  These  people  be- 
lieve in  hard  work  and  chores  for  everyone.  They  live  and  dress  plainly, 
but  their  cooking  is  traditionally  famous  and  their  costumes  are  unique  and 
picturesque*  The  best  known  are  the  Hennonite  men  in  their  broad-brim  hats, 
and  the  women  always  wear  black  bonnets  over  their  prayer  caps  and  often 
shawls*  Mary  men  wear  beards  and  some  have  shoulder-length  hair.  And  across 
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their  neat-as-a-pin  country  you  see  hex  signs  on  their  barns  and  other 
buildings  to  keep  away  (they  believe)  the  evil  spirits* 

In  Pennsylvania  there  are  101  institutions  of  higher  learning  and 
seventy-six  colleges  and  \iniversities  with  fine  medical,  law  and  music 
schools.  Three  transcontinental  highways  cross  the  state,  and  the  Penn- 
sylvania Turnpike,  which  runs  from  the  Ohio  State  Line  to  Philadelphia,  is 
327  miles  long. 

Yes,  I was  born  and  raised  in  Pennsylvania  so  why  shouldn't  I know 
its  history  and  love  every  word  of  it?  It  has  everything,  even  very  un- 
predictable weather.  In  the  winter  it  gets  terribly  cold,.*and  summer, 
well,  let’s  not  mention  the  heat,  except  to  say  Pennsylvania  has  plenty 
of  that  too* 
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POSTMARKED  -.MT,  UNION  COLLEGE 


Dear  Betsie, 

Thank  you  for  your  nice  letter  inquiring  how  Dick  Kinney  is  doing 
these  days,  I»m  just  the  dog  to  give  you  a report  on  that  young  man,  since 
my  boss  is  head  of  the  English  Department  at  Mount  Union  College  and,  na- 
turally, he  relies  on  me  to  supervise  things. 

First,  I should  explain  that  boss*  poetry  class  meets  one  evening 
a week  here  at  our  house.  Since  the  students  overflow  the  library  in 
various  directions.  Boss  has  me  attend  class,  too,  acting  as  sort  of  assist- 
ant monitor  and  intellectual  stimulus.  By  the  latter  I mean  that  if  the 
students  get  confused  and  look  as  if  they*d  like  to  scratch  their  heads  but 
daren’t,  I scratch  my  head— and  everybody  feels  better. 

Among  other  things,  the  students  in  this  course  write  essays  on  the 
different  poets  and  read  their  papers  in  class.  The  other  men  and  girls 
read  their  papers  with  the  eyes  in  their  faces,  but  your  friend  Dick  reads 
his  with  eyes  in  his  fingers.  Cross  my  heart,  he  does.  Usually  the  others 
seem  to  like  what  he  reads,  but  one  night  last  semester— oh,  Betsie,  it  was 
pitifuli  Though  you  could  see  he  was  trying  to  be  funny,  nobody  laughed. 

The  air  got  so  dry  you  could  see  the  paper  beginning  to  peel  right  off  the 
walls  I The  pretty  girls  started  looking  at  themselves  in  their  compacts; 
the  football  player  with  liie  black  eye  began  matching  pennies  with  the  hu- 
man bookworm  behind  the  potted  ferns;  even  Dick’s  friend  Ron  went  to  sleep  I 
Well,  you  know  how  sympathetic  we  poodles  are  by  nature,  I couldn’t 
reach  to  stroke  Dick’s  fevered  brow  with  rry  cooling  paw,  so  what  I did  was 
to  wander  over  and  put  my  cooling  nose  in  his  fevered  hand.  Did  sympathy 
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make  him  feel  better?  It  did,  indeed,  lAlhy,  he  literally  jumped  for  joyt 


And  as  he  came  down  from  the  ceiling,  the  other  students  were  so  happy  to 
see  how  I’d  cheered  him  up  that  they  started  laughing  right  out  loud.  The 
pretty  girls  put  away  their  compacts,  the  football  player  with  the  black 
eye  dropped  his  pennies,  the  human  bookworm  almost  upset  the  ferns,  and 
Ron  opened  both  eyesS 

Well,  to  cut  a long  story  short,  through  the  rest  of  Dick’s  paper, 
whenever  I saw  he  was  trying  to  crack  a joke,  I’d  make  as  if  to  be  sympa- 
thetic and  set  the  whole  room  laughing  again.  By  tiie  time  he  was  done 
reading,  everybody  had  had  so  much  fun  and  was  feeling  so  happy  1hat  they 
thought  his  paper  was  just  wonderful.  My  boss  said  he’d  mark  it  an  ’’A", 
and  your  friend  Dick  couldn’t  have  looked  more  pleased  if  you’d  dug  up 
your  favorite  bone  from  under  the  lilac  bush  and  offered  him  a bite. 

So,  while  I’m  here  to  tdce  care  of  him,  your  friend  will — oh-oh — there 
goes  my  boss  with  some  test  papers  now,  and  Dick’s  paper  is  on  top.  But 
don’t  worry,  Betsiel  Boss  doesn’t  know  it  yet,  but  I dropped  his  red  pencil 
down  the  cold  air  register  half  an  hour  ago. 

Protectively, 

r^na 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


Mews  Notes  Gleaned  Here  and  There 

by 

Lillian  Sabinske 

Recently  at  Waynoka,  Oklahoma,  an  estimated  18,000  gunless  hunters 
staged  a rattlesnake  hunt,  and  bagged  over  a thousand  of  ihe  reptiles#  Quite 
a mess  of  snakes— almost  as  many  as  some  guys  see  after  taking  a few  snorts 
of  "red-eye'*# 

In  Huntington,  W.  Va#,  four  cops  discovered  a blaze  coming  from  stacks 
of  beer  cases  under  a counter  in  a drive-in  beanery,  and,  grabbing  the  fire 
extinguishers  from  their  own  cruiser,  they  squirted  the  contents  on  the  fire— 
but  were  unable  to  put  it  out#  Running  out  of  fluid,  they  grabbed  up  a batch 
of  full  bottles  of  beer  and  poured  the  brew  on  the  fire#  By  the  time  firemen 
reached  the  scene,  the  cops  had  the  fire  well  under  control.  That  proves 
that  beer  can  be  used  for  a lot  of  things  besides  quenching  thirst* 

At  the  County  Hospital  in  Russelville,  Kentucky,  a twelve -year- old 
mother  of  twins  declared  she  was  puzzled  by  all  the  fuss  over  her  babies# 

The  young  mother,  Mrs#  Myrtle  Brummette,  whose  husband  is  a soldier,  said 
she  was  happy  to  be  going  home,  as  the  hospital  was  too  much  like  a school* 

The  twins  were  bom  on  the  sixth  of  April*  The  doctor  said  the  birth  was 
unusual  in  a mother  so  young,  but  added  that  the  babies  were  normal  from  a 
medical  standpoint#  The  town  is  used  to  young  marriages,  but  the  birth  of 
the  twins  has  the  whole  town  buzzing  with  excitement. 

For  some  time  California  police  in  one  section  have  been  plagued  with 
a series  of  armed  hold-ups  in  banks— the  gun  being  wielded  by  a pert,  pint- 
size,  gray-haired  lady,  who  told  one  of  her  victims,  "I  am  a grandmother 
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you  know".  Finally  "Grandma"  was  nabbed,  and  after  a court  trial,  was  found 
guilty.  In  passing  a sentence  of  ten  years  in  prison  on  the  lady,  the  judge 
gave  her  a stern  reprimand.  Now  maybe  the  police  can  relax  and  think  of  the 
time  when  their  own  grandmas  were  content  to  "knit  one-purl  two". 

After  a four-hour  flight  up  and  down  the  coast  from  Gardena,  California 
a love-sick  pilot,  Roland  C,  Sperry,  brought  his  plane  to  a landing  at  Lind- 
bergh Field,  San  Diego,  on  March  27*  He  had  threatened  to  commit  suicide 
because  of  too  many  troubles,  by  diving  his  plane  into  the  sea,  but  changed 
his  mind.  His  "too  many  troubles"  included  bad  check  charges,  and  a viola- 
tion of  probation.  Pleas  of  his  best  friend,  a pursuing  Coast  Guard  plane, 
and  assurances  that  his  girl-friend  would  meet  him  later  caused  his  change 
of  mind,  GoshJ  The  power  of  love  I 

A flock  of  wild  geese  was  migrating  back  to  Canada  and  stopped  in  Con- 
necticut for  a "rest  stop".  lAThen  the  flight  was  resumed,  one  goose  was  un- 
able to  fly  straight  because  it  had  lost  its  tail  feathers  somehow.  Its 
fellow  geese  tried  to  help  out  in  the  steering  process,  but  this  was  useless 
and  they  left  the  lamed  goose  behind,  A friendly  Connecticut  housewife  took 
pity  on  the  goose  and  gave  it  shelter.  The  item  reached  the  papers  and  the 
Canadian  government  notified  the  Governor  of  Connecticut  that  the  goose  must 
be  returned  to  Canada  since  it  would  be  homesick  for  its  conpanions.  The 
Governor  refused,  stating  that  the  goose  had  found  a happy  home,  and  the 
notes  back  and  forth  became  increasingly  indignant,  until  at  last  Connecti- 
cut’s Governor  gave  in  and  Canada  sent  a plane  down  to  fly  the  goose  back 
in  style.  Thus  a national  incident  was  avertedl 

On  May  11,  a tornado  struck  the  city  of  Waco,  Texas,  with  a devastating 
force,  leaving  a total  of  106  dead,  and  causing  damage  estimated  as  high  as 
fifty  million  dollars.  Several  hours  earlier,  another  tornado  had  struck 
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the  city  of  San  Angelo,  Texas,  leaving  ten  dead.  Scores  were  injured  in  the 
two  tornadoes.  In  Waco,  business  houses  were  completely  flattened j one  large 
store  building  collapsed  on  top  of  a cafe  next  door,  leaving  it  a shambles 
around  the  bodies  of  its  two  owners.  Some  died  when  debris  fell  on  top  of 
cars  in  which  they  were  sitting.  Two  died  in  the  wreckage  of  a recreation 
center.  Communications  with  the  two  cities  were  hampered  by  felled  power 
and  telephone  lines.  As  usual,  in  any  disaster,  the  Red  Cross  was  right  on 
the  job  with  blood  plasma  and  relief  supplies.  The  citizens  of  the  two 
stricken  cities  rose  to  the  occasion  and  dug  into  the  piles  of  debris  search- 
ing endlessly  for  victims,  using  bull  dozers  and  bare  hands  as  tools,  as  hour 
after  hour  the  rescue  work  went  on.  One  note  of  grim  humor  seems  fitting 
here.  The  San  Angelo  Standard-Times  usually  decorated  its  front  page  with  a 
big  red  rooster  whenever  rain  fell.  Rain  did  fall  heavily  with  the  tornado, 
but  when  the  next  issue  of  the  Standard-Times  came  out,  the  rooster  was 
omitted,  A short  front-page  story  told  why  in  these  simple  words:  "Nothing 
to  crow  about" , 

May  11  also  brought  another  disaster,  this  one  on  the  storm-lashed  waters 
of  Lake  Superior,  The  ^2-year  old  ore  carrier,  the  "Henry  Steinbrenner", 
rolled  over  and  sank  near  Houghton,  Michigan,  with  a loss  of  ten  lives,  seven 
missing  and  presumed  dead,  and  fourteen  others  rescued, 

A real  bit  of  humor  comes  with  this  little  item.  At  Ventura,  California, 
a Southern  Pacific  Railroad  freight  train  was  side-tracked  when  the  locomo- 
tive whistle  went  wild,  and  the  engineer  was  unable  to  shut  it  off.  Rather 
than  run  the  screeching  thing  through  town,  the  crew  ran  the  engine  out  into 
the  desert  where  they  let  it  set  until  its  boiler  cooled  off,  and  the  stub- 
born whistle  tooted  till  the  lack  of  steam  forced  it  into  silence.  Thus  the 
sleeping  citizens  of  the  town  were  spared  the  rude  awakening  they  would  have 
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experienced  had  the  crew  brought  the  engine  into  the  town.  Orchids  to  that 
crew  are  in  order, 

Kern  County,  California  ranchers  and  fanners  are  deep  in  a war  being 
waged  against  an  invading  horde  of  grasshoppers,  and  their  chief  weapon  in 
the  bitter  battle  is  a mixture  of  Diesel  oil  and  a new  poison  known  as  Aldrin, 
The  mixture  is  spread  over  the  hopper-infested  fields  by  crop-dusting  planes. 
Six  of  the  planes  are  engaged  in  the  operation.  Their  efforts  are  slowly 

but  surely  bringing  the  invasion  to  a halt,  though  the  battle  will  be  carried 

on  until  the  last  stubborn  and  greedy  hopper  has  turned  up  its  toes.  The 
operation  is  estimated  to  go  on  for  about  four  days.  Its  success  will  deter- 
mine how  many  potatoes  will  be  on  the  market  when  the  harvest  begins. 

One  more  item  with  a bit  of  humor  attached  tells  this  story:  In  Wads- 
worth, Ohio  a family  of  sparrows  had  difficulty  getting  in  and  out  of  the 

house  they  were  living  in,  until  one  day  they  showed  up  with  a woodpecker. 

The  woodpecker  pecked  away  at  the  entrance  opening  of  the  sparrows*  home  un- 
til it  had  enlarged  it  enough  to  suit  the  sparrows — then  it  flew  away.  The 
job  took  two  days,  I wonder  if  the  woodpecker  demanded  union  rates  for  the 
carpentry  job? 

The  arrest  of  a twenty-one  year  old  television  actress  on  a charge  of 
petty-theft  resulted  in  a trip  to  her  Hollywood  apartment  a short  time  ago, 
where  the  police  were  practically  floored  when  they  discovered  ten  thousand 
dollars  worth  of  stolen  women’s  clothing  and  jewels.  The  arrest  followed  a 
radio  warning  that  the  actress  and  a woman  companion  had  been  observed  leaving 
a shoe  store  with  a pair  of  shoes  under  their  coats.  It  is  queer  how  some 
people  get  a thrill  out  of  walking  out  with  someone  else’s  property,  without 
bothering  to  pay  for  it.  The  courts  will  give  these  two  plenty  of  time  to 
think  it  over— you  can  be  sure  of  that. 


- 17 


; I 


'.0  ."’clf’.x valet  ;•  re 


'■•e '."  M oj 


1 ' ^ r ^t" 


'•f ' \f  *’1  V " V 


'»  ■ s'  ' ' ' T' t,  r*'  ■''- : "1  ’!;■(  f 


t - 


-Ilf,' 
.'4  i’tr.i  ' 


..  .’T.vtijq 


r V » 

■ '■>.  J.J 


'4.  I \ 


1 A . I 


r * '•' 


. IT 


M ■ 


.-,  ..  * 1 


f ••  V.'. 


■ '-..t'-J  s 


+2  '!■  2; 


.■■-.a- 


An ‘instructor  in  Natural  History  at  a California  College  was  preparing 
to  make  a short  movie  film,  using  Nature’s  own  creatures  as  characters,  and 
was  to  use  a four-foot  rattlesnake  as  one  of  the  characters.  He  kept  the 
snake  in  a cage  where  he  fed  it  daili^.  A short  time  ago,  he  put  a live  mouse 
into  the  cage  as  food  for  the  snake.  But  the  mouse  evidently  had  other  ideas 
than  furnishing  itself  as  the  main  dish  for  dinner  for  the  snake.  It  took 
one  good  look  at  the  reptile,  promptly  bit  it  just  below  the  head — and  the 
snake  was  instantly  killed.  Ladies,  beware  of  the  mouse— it  bites. 

Now  for  a few  sports  items.  . . . The  first  concerns  the  clan  of 
riMaggios.  The  three  famous  center-fielding  brothers  were  just  recently 
united  on  the  sidelines  as  a result  of  35-year  old  Dorn  deciding  to  call  it 
quits.  Dorn  was  the  last  of  the  19i+6  pennant-winning  Boston  Red  Sox.  He 
said  he  had  decided  to  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  his  famous  Brother — Joe, 
who  was  one  of  the  New  York  Yankees  all-time  greats,  and  Vince,  who  played 
for  the  Boston  Braves— and  seek  a new  means  of  livelihood.  The  three  brothers 
established  a reputation  for  clean  baseball  and  good  sportsmanship  that  is  a 
credit  to  the  sport.  They  are  all  grand  fellows,  and  a credit  to  their 
’’home  town’*  — San  Francisco. 

After  an  absence  of  fifty-two  years,  Milwaukee  is  back  in  the  Major 
Leagues.  The  franchise  of  the  Boston  Braves  was  moved  to  the  city  of  the 
breweries,  and  Milwaukee  once  more  has  a big-league  team.  To  celebrate 
their  return  into  ’’big  time*'  the  Braves  won  the  season  opener  from  Cincinnati 
by  a 2 to  0 score. 

Mildred  *'Babe*'  Didrikson,  claimed  to  be  the  most  famous  woman  athlete  in 
the  world,  recently  underwent  an  operation  in  a Texas  hospital.  ’*Babe*' 
can't  say  at  this  time  if  she  will  ever  play  golf  again,  but  will  make  her 
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first  effort  on  a golf  course  consist  of  only  a short  stroll.  After  that^ 
she  will  have  more  to  say  about  her  prospects  of  playing. 

A Bakersfield,  California  man  claims  this  is  true.  One  day  he  went 
fishing  in  Kern  River— a huge  trout  took  his  bait,  hook,  one  leader,  and 
all — and  got  away.  Two  days  later,  he  went  back  and  hooked  the  same  fish, 
regaining  his  lost  equipment. 
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BETS IE  BARKS 


Hello,  how  are  you?  I*m  here  again* 

My  doctor’ s name  is  Dr*  Kinney  and  he  calls  me  his  girl*  He  likes  me 
and  I like  him,  too.  One  morning  last  week  my  boss  took  me  to  see  Dr*  Kinney 
for  something  called  a check-up  and  he  told  me  I am  in  fine  fettle*  I wei^ 
three  pounds  more  than  I did  last  fall  and  that  is  good.  I hope  that  doesn't 
mean  that  I won't  get  extra  tidbits  now  and  then  because  I’m  hungry  even  if 
I ^ fat  enough,  boss  says  it  is  much  better  for  me  to  do  the  gainingl 

When  we  go  to  sea  Dr.  Kinney  we  go  to  a big  building  full  of  exciting 
smells.  There  are  hundreds  of  dogs,  cats,  even  birds,  there  and  I can  see 
some  of  them  in  the  waiting  room  with  their  bosses  and  I can  hear  a lot  more 
in  another  room.  I don't  like  to  go  to  this  building  and  I try  to  take  my 
boss  in  the  other  direction  when  we  get  near  it.  But  she  insists  and  we  have 
to  go  in.  I like  Dr.  Kinney  but  the  place  scares  me.  You  never  know— it 
might  hurt  sometime— and  some  of  the  dogs  howl  and  I am  sorry  for  them. 

This  is  June  and  my  boss  tells  me  that  it  is  the  third  anniversary  of 
the  time  we  took  charge  of  the  department.  An  anniversary  is  something  like 
a birthday,  I think.  I have  been  writing  this  column  for  one  whole  year  now 
and  that  is  an  anniversary,  too— really  important.  I like  to  write  for  "TAG" 
and  I hope  you  like  it,  too.  We  will  go  to  the  beach  sometime  this  summer 
and  I wish  we  could  go  right  away. 

Good-bye  and  thank  you. 


Betsie  Dinsmore 
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SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Remember  ‘'TAG”  is  going  on  vacation.  The  next  issue  will 
be  sent  out  for  September,  19^3* 

* -St 

We  have  been  wondering  if  it  is  always  clear  to  the  readers 
which  articles  have  been  submitted  by  deaf-blind  contributors.  We 
should  welcome  suggestions  on  this  subject* 
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THE 


PILOT 


The  big  ship  rode  high  at  anchor  For  the  channel  is  quite  narrow 

With  the  passengers  and  the  crew.  With  rough  rocks  on  either  side, 

Waiting  for  the  harbor  pilot  And  the  cxirrent  running  swiftly 

Who  would  safely  guide  them  through.  With  the  ever-changing  tide. 


The  rough  channel  to  the  harbor 

Where  their  trip  would  shortly  end, 
Now  the  tug  was  drawing  nearer 
From  that  beat  he  would  ascend. 

Tall  and  straight  with  noble  bearing 
He  strode  aboard  with  every  grace 
There  was  neither  fear  nor  weakness 
On  his  manly  face. 

Of  the  well-dressed  men  and  women 
As  he  passed  he  took  no  heed, 

For  his  mind  was  on  his  duty 

He  would  help  them  in  their  need. 

With  respect  the  man  was  greeted 
As  he  reached  the  pilot *s  room. 

For  well  they  knew  that  in  his  company 
He  held  fast  their  life  or  doom. 


Strong  and  sure,  he  now  was  silent 
As  his  hands  held  fast  the  wheel, 
Hands  that  guided  steady  onward 

Arms  that  seemed  as  strong  as  steel. 

No  mistake,  no  slip,  no  blunder 
As  the  ship  held  to  its  course, 
Through  the  channel  to  the  harbor 
Guided  by  a mighty  force. 

As  a prayer  of  thanks  he  murmured 

For  well  he  knew  the  precious  load. 
Knew  the  calm  and  trustful  waiting 
Of  the  souls  that  were  on  board. 

They  were  safe  now  in  the  harbor 
Safe  from  danger  and  all  strife, 

And  these  words  go  still  deeper 

For  it*s  just  the  same  with  life. 


Don’t  just  drift  or  lay  at  anchor 
Let  Our  Savior  be  your  Guide 
And  when  you  have  made  the  harbor 
He  will  still  with  you  abide. 


* -X-  * -M-  -M- 


Irene  Dodge 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMCME 


"If  it  were  a bear  it  would  have  bitten  youl"  This  ejqDression  is  used 
often  when  we  locate  something  in  an  obvious  place  which  we  have  been  hunting 
for,  for  some  time.  Those  of  us  who  cannot  see  are  constantly  searching  for 
things,  things  which  we  neglected  to  put  away  in  the  proper  places,  I am 
one  of  the  worst  offenders  in  this  respect,  and  waste  entirely  too  much  time 
hunting  for  the  can  opener,  my  keys,  Betsie^s  harness,  or  a certain  pair  of 
shoes.  Generally  speaking,  I put  these  things  in  specj.fic  spots  and  locate 
them  readily,  but  one  slip,  and  they  vanish  temporarily,  Betsie  is  good  at 
finding  things  for  me  when  they  have  dropped  on  the  floor,  but  I can  hardly 
hold  her  responsible  for  articles  that  have  been  put  away  in  the  wrong 
drawer  or  closeti 

Things  can  get  mixed  up,  too,  especially  supplies.  One  time,  I tried 
to  serve  a guest  jellied  consomme,  only  to  find  that  the  can  of  soup  I had 
so  carefully  put  in  the  refrigerator  to  "jell"  was  vegetable,  not  beef 
consomme  I Cold  vegetable  soup  is  not  very  appetizing.  Another  time,  I 
gave  Betsie  a quick  "dry  cleaning"  with  a special  bottle  of  cleaning  fluid 
for  dogs,  only  to  learn  that  I had  doused  her  with  liquid  white  shoe  polishi 
She  looked  motheaten,  but  enjoyed  the  shoe  polish  better  than  the  cleaner, 
because  she  seemed  to  relish  the  taste  as  she  licked  her  paws, 

Confusionl  These  minor  domestic  details  are  nothing  ^compared  with  the 
confusion  which  has  reigned  in  the  office  during  the  last  few  weeks  I We 
have  missed  Louise  Rauch’s  magic  touch,  her  uncanny  ability  to  produce 
letters  or  papers  on  any  subject  at  a moment’s  notice— an  ability  amounting 
almost  to  genius— and,  of  course,  we  have  missed  her  gay  laugh,  her  enthu- 
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siastic  interest  in  the  work  and  her  appreciation  of  our  deaf-blind  friends. 
But  the  million  and  one  details  of  the  daily  routine  of  running  an  office 
now  stand  out  in  sharp  relief  and  take  on  major  proportions j details  which, 
under  Louise's  guidance,  slipped  into  place  smoothly  and  unobtrusively. 

How  easy  it  is  to  take  such  things  for  granted?-.  'What  happened  to  that 
letter  from  John  Jones?  Where  did  we  put  the  correspondence  from  Oregon? 

What  was  the  name  of  that  man  who — ??  and  so  it  goes,  over  and 

over,  far  into  the  night,,,,? 

Ever  since  Betsie  and  I returned  to  the  office  after  our  southern  trip, 
Betsie  has  been  searching  for  Louise,  Hopefully,  she  enters  the  room  each 
morning,  expecting  a welcome,  only  to  droop  her  head  in  disappointment. 

Yet,  as  the  saying  goes,  "the  show  must  go  on,"  and  a very  pleasant  young 
lady  named  Sherry  is  helping  us  to  pick  up  the  threads.  We  are  planning 
a trip  to  Boston  and  thence  to  the  northwest,  Idaho  and  Washington,  The 
purpose  of  the  trip  is  two-fold,  to  present  an  analysis  of  the  resources 
and  need  of  deaf-blind  children  for  education,  and  to  talk  to  the  Western 
Conference  of  Home  Teachers,  The  latter  conference  is  to  be  held  in 
Boise,  Idaho, 

Boise  brings  back  old  memories  of  sagebrush,  bleak  foothills,  hot  sun 
and  winding  gravel  roads.  This  strange  country,  then  new  to  me,  gave  me 

strength  somehow  to  face  the  frightening  world  into  which  I had  recently 

\ 

been  plunged  by  the  loss  of  my  dear  parents.  There  were  horseback  rides, 

at  sunrise,  through  the  sagebrush,  fragrant  witti  morning  dewj  camping  trips 

into  the  mountains,  fishing  for  elusive  rainbow  troutj  and  friendly  faces 

everywhere.  Now,  after  lol  these  many  years,  what  will  Idaho  be  like? 

» 

The  city  of  Boise  itself  must  have  changed  as  I have  changed— but  the 
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sagebrush  and  foothills  should  be  there,  as  before.  It  may  be  possible 
to  recapture  a bit  of  the  spirit  of  the  days  when  I was  very  young  in 
years  and  in  experience i 

But  to  come  back  to  the  reality  of  the  present— -the  typewriters 
clatter  in  the  next  room,  the  telephone  interrupts  us  intermittently, 
letters  need  to  be  read  and  answered,  and  the  pressure  of  everyday  life 
continues.  There  is  work  to  be  done,  to  plan  for  the  weeks  ahead  and  to 
bring  order  out  of  confusion.  Always  in  mind  are  deaf-blind  people  in 
all  parts  of  the  country,  whose  friendship  and  welfare  give  a meaning  and 
purpose  to  the  work.  Letters  from  deaf-blind  friends  form  the  highlight 
of  the  day’s  activities.  Some  of  these  letters  are  gay  with  sparkling 
humor,  some  e:3q)ress  disappointment,  discouragements  and  problems,  some 
are  thoughtful  and  concerned  for  friends,  but  they  are  all  stimulating 
and  give  us  an  incentive  for  greater  effort  in  the  service  for  which  we 
have  been  given  responsibility. 
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MORNING 


The  sunset  had  been  glorious. 

The  night  was  clear. 

The  stars  each  hung  suspended  in  the  blue. 

Then,  just  before  the  dawn,  the  world  grew  dark 
And  seemed  a bit  forbidding^ 

VJhen,  slowly,  in  the  east. 

Faint  rays  of  rose  appeared. 

Below  this  was  a band  of  gray 
And,  under  that. 

Spread  out  before  the  eye. 

One  sensed  a sleeping  city 

Whose  bright  electric  points  of  light 
But  helped  to  stress  the  darkness. 

One  star  hung  motionless  above  the  rose 
As  if  »twere  loth  to  go. 

Then  brighter  grew  the  east. 

The  point  of  light  went  out. 

Houses  and  city  streets  took  shape. 

The  lone  star  slowly  paled, 

A cat  scurried  to  its  home, 

A dog  barked. 

The  milkman  hurried  past. 

Auto  horns  honked. 

Doors  opened. 

People  hurried  through  the  streets. 

The  sky  grew  blue, 

.Morning  had  comei 
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"IF  A MAN  DIE,  SHALL  HE  LIVE  AGAIN?" 

by 

Bruce  Barton 

It  is  the  age-old  question,  asked  at  the  side  of  every  bier. 

And  what  can  one  say  in  answer  to  it? 

Every  one  of  us  is  taught  in  childhood  to  believe  in  God  and  an  after 
life,  I remeinber,  when  I Tras  beginning  to  read  and  think  a little,  it 
occurred  to  me  that,  though  I had  been  told  there  is  a future  life,  nobody 
had  ever  given  me  any  proof. 

So  industriously  I set  to  work  in  the  public  library  to  read  the  works 
of  the  greatest  men  who  ever  lived,  and  find  proofs  for  iryself , And  I re- 
member how,  slowly  at  first,  then  faster  and  faster,  I turned  through  one 
wise  man’s  book  after  another,  "Surely  this  one  will  know,"  I said  to  my- 
self, "or  this  one,  or  this,,," 

And  suddenly  the  bitter  truth  flashed  over  me.  They  did  not  know,  any 
more  than  I did.  All  their  proofs  were  not  proofs  at  all.  In  all  history 
there  had  not  lived  a man  wise  enough  to  prove  immortality.  Almost  every- 
bo(^  believed;  nobody  really  knew. 

It  was  a discovery  that  left  me  helpless  at  first;  then  slowly,  out  of 
my  helplessness,  I began  to  evolve  a little  system  of  my  own, 

"The  world  just  happened,"  said  some  men,  "It  created  itself  through 
the  operation  of  natural  laws," 

But  who,  or  what,  established  the  laws  and  set  them  to  operating? 

When  you  can  dump  a load  of  bricks  on  a corner  lot,  snd  let  me  watch 
them  arrange  themselves  into  a house— when  you  can  emp-^  a handful  of  springs 
and  wheels  and  screws  on  my  desk  and  let  me  see  them  gather  themselves  into 
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a watch— it  will  be  easier  for  me  to  believe  that  all  these  thousands  of 


worlds  could  have  been  created,  balanced,  and  set  moving  in  their  separate 
orbits,  all  without  ary  directing  intelligence  at  all* 

Moreover,  if  there  is  no  intelligence  in  the  universe,  then  the  uni- 
verse has  created  something  greater  than  itself — for  it  has  created  you 
and  me. 

Is  it  easy  to  believe  that  a universe,  without  personality,  could 
have  created  us  who  have  personality? 

Isn't  it  easier  to  believe  that  our  personality  is  a little  part  of 
the  great  pervading  Personality  that  has  created  and  now  permeates  the 
universe?  And  if  there  be  a Personality  in  the  universe—a  God— what 
kind  of  God  is  He? 

He  must  be  at  least  as  good  as  you  or  I.  He  could  not  have  made  us 
better  than  Himself,  The  worse  can  not  create  the  better.  And  if  he  is 
a good  God,  is  it  reasonable  to  suppose  that  He  would  have  planted  in 
human  hearts  this  unquenchable  yearning  for  immortality,  and  left  that 
yearning  unsatisfied?  You  and  I would  not  have  done  so. 

Go  where  you  will,  from  the  most  savage  race  to  the  most  cultured, 
you  will  find  that  same  instinctive  assurance  that  death  is  not  the  end. 
Would  a good  God  plant  assurance  in  His  creatures  merely  to  mock  them? 

Without  immortality,  the  world  is  an  answerless  riddle.  We  are  born; 
we  struggle  up  through  slow  years  of  development;  and  just  as  we  have 
reached  our  highest  point  of  usefulness— we  are  cut  off. 

What  inefficiencyl 

It  is  hard  for  me  to  believe  in  a universe  that  made  itself,  and  that 
ruthlessly  casts  away  its  most  precious  possession--human  personality. 
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It  is  easier  to  believe  that  behind  the  universe  is  a guiding  in- 
telligence, of  whose  Personality  ny  own  is  a tiny  spark  that  shall  not 
go  out  while  He  lives* 

I 

If  I cannot  prove  this  is  so,  neither  can  anyone  prove  to  me  that 
it  is  not  so* 

And,  until  someone  can  disprove  it,  I find  it  easier,  more  helpful, 
more  efficient,  to  believe* 

Editor -s  Note;  This  article  was  submitted  by  ^fyrtle  Pond,  who  en- 
joyed it  so  much  that  she  wanted  all  of  you  to  have  a chance  to  read 
it. 
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HOWZA  BOY,  HOWZA  BOT 
Burnie  Devine 

A "Hazy"  guy  drifted  in  from  nowhere#  And  in  about  a week,  we  all 
wished  be  had  picked  another  town# 

He  was  one  cf  them  guys  that  grab  you  by  the  hand,  pump  your  arm  up 
and  down  with  one  hand,  slap  you  on  the  back  with  the  other,  and  yell 
"Howza  boy,  howza  boyi"  And  he*s  stand  so  close  to  you,  that  you 
couldn’t  have  slipped  a cigarette  paper  between  you# 

Within  a week,  he  knew  everybody  by  his  first  name.  He’d  sit  in 
front  of  the  general  store  and  yell  at  a fellow  a half  block  away,  "Hil 
Edi  What  time  did  you  get  in  last  night?  Haw,  haw,  haw,  haw,. I"  Then 
he’d  see  another  fellow  up  the  street,  and  yell,  "Hii  Joel  Where *d  you 
get  that  black  eye?  Haw,  haw,  haw, .i" 

In  about  two  weeks,  he’d  eaten  at  dern  near  every  house  in  town. 
He’d  come  around  about  meal-time,  and  sit  around  chewing  the  rag  until 
you  asked  him  in  to  chew  the  fat.  You’d  pass  him  the  liver — and  he’d 
hand  you  the  "baloney,"  "Where ’d  you  get  them  amazin’  pickles— and 
that  ham — and  that  jelly?  Oh  boyl"  He’d  get  the  wimmin  so  puffed  up, 
as  there’s  nothin’  a woman  likes  better  than  to  have  a strange  guy  brag 
about  her  cooking  in  front  of  her  husband. 

After  dinner,  he’d  sit  aroimd  and  ask  you  a lot  of  nosey  questions 
about  your  in-laws  and  out-laws,  and  whether  you  was  all  paid  up;  and 
did  the  neighbors  keep  you  awake  nights?  If  curiosity  had  been  a cat, 
why,  he’d  have  been  kittens,,. 

Along  about  supper  time,  he’d  ask  the  wimmin  to  let  him  peel  the 
taters,  because  he  hated  to  see  them  work  so  hard.  After  supper,  he’d 
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snoop  at  the  family  bible,  and  look  at  the  dog*s  teeth*  Then  he*d  in- 
vite himself  to  come  again,  and  go  out,  slamming  the  door* 

Jake,  the  dope,  gave  the  guy  a job  in  the  store*  But  he  wasn*t 
worth  a whoop*  He  couldn’t  make  change  or  fill  orders.  All  he  did  was 
to  sit  on  a cracker  barrel  and  snooze*  Jake  was  going  to  fire  him,  but 
a pal  said,  ”Aw,  he’ll  be  all  right,  soon  as  he  gets  his  head  in*  Give 
the  poor  guy  a chance,,*” 

Then,  one  night,  a woman  comes  in  for  some  gasoline.  The  guy  takes 
the  can  to  the  back  room.  He  can’t  find  the  tank  in  the  dark,  so  he  lights 
a match i 

When  the  excitement  is  over,  all  that  is  left  of  the  store  is  a 
recollection* 

* * * * * 

Then  we  gets  a stroke  of  luck,  for  sure, 

A patent  medicine  peddler  comes  to  town.  He  was  one  of  them  fellas 
that  sell  pure-alls.  Good  for  toothache,  lumbago,  sour  stomach,  and 
rheumatismi  also  good  to  polish  the  silver,  kill  dog  fleas  and  relieve 
mosquito  bites. 

And,  of  course,  that  guy  starts  right  in  to  holler  ”Howsa  boy,  howsa 
boy I”  until  the  fellow  gives  him  a bottle  of  cure-all. 

And  would  you  believe  it?  After  taking  just  one  bottle — count  it, 
just  one— we  never  had  no  more  trouble  with  him* 

We  buried  him. 
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THIS  AND  THAT  FROM  TEXAS 
by 

Abbie  M#  Corman 

This  morning,  looking  out  through  my  open  window,  I thought  I saw  a 
little  flashing  yellow,  and  instantly  my  mind  was  flooded  with  the  memory 
of  a most  wonderfiil  scene,  recaptured  from  a time  when  I was  living  on  the 
plains  ®f  West  Texas,  Standing  in  the  doorway  of  our  small  ranch,  watching 
the  sun  rise  behind  the  Indian  Mounds  several  miles  away,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  intervening  spaces  all  around  me  suddenly  became  a gleaming  yellow 
velvet  carpet  strewn  with  diamonds*  "Primroses i"  I exclaimed. 

There  were  hundreds  of  thousands  of  them  popping  open  in  the  early  sun 
light,  a most  wonderful  sight,  and  one  I shall  never  forget.  Though  I saw 
this  scene  many  times  afterwards,  it  was  always  a source  of  great  delight 
to  me.  Darling  little  primroses i They  open  with  the  sunrise  and  close  at 

noon,  except  on  cloucfy’  days.  They  come  very  early  in  the  Spring,  along 

1 

with  the  violets,  (both  are  my  birth-month  flowers,  so  why  wouldn't  I love 
them?)  and  the  little  blue  and  white  forget-me-nots  which  we  call  "Foot- 
prints of  Fairies",,,  ‘v 

The  uncultivated  prairie  lands  of  West  Texas  are  a veritable  fairy- 
land of  blooms,  all  kinds  and  colors  of  flowers,  I truly  believe  that  no- 
where else  in  the  state  can  one  find  a wider  variety  of  wild  flowers,  but 
the  blue  bonnet  and  primrose  are  the  paramount  favorites  with  prairie  folks 
It  cannot  be  said  of  them— 

"A  primrose  by  a river's  brim 
A yellow  primrose  was  to  him 
And  it  was  nothing  more," 

(William  Wordsworth) 

-11- 


• ■ • V ' 


t 


English  country  people  call  the  primrose  "Little  Star,"  I have  no  idea 
why,  for  it  is  a wide-open  blossom  as  large  as  the  palm  of  a man*s  hand. 

Editor *s  Note;  Abbie,  have  you  forgotten?  You  are  speaking  of 
Texas  primroses t English  and  eastern  primroses  are  tiny,  like 
little  stars.  Probably,  a genuine  English  primrose  would  appear 
as  small  as  a grain  of  sand  against  the  expanse  of  the  Texas 
countryside.  We  are  wondering  whether  the  perfume  of  your  Texas 
flowers  is  as  exaggerated  in  proportion— or  is  it,  perhaps,  in 
reverse  ratio? 1 


\ 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


News  Gleaned  Here  and  There 

by 

Lillian  Sabinske 

Reports  say  that  the  cost  of  living  has  declined  one  or  two  per  cent 
in  recent  weeks,  (Tell  -that  to  the  butcher,  baker,  gas  man  and  some  other 
guys,  but  not  me,,) 

One  of  the  ’’gray  whales”  took  a side  trip  into  Los  Angeles  harbor  and 
was  having  "a  whale  of  a good  time,”  when  the  Coast  Guard,  Na'vy  and  Harbor 
police  got  busy  and  played  ’’whaleboy”  to  herd  him  back  to  deep  waters.  He 
wasn’t  bothering  anyone  in  particular  but  was  sure  having  a grand  time  and 
got  playful  with  some  of  the  smaller  boats, 

(Wonder  how  it  would  feel  to  have  a 60-foot  ”pet”  in  one’s 
private  fishbowl?) 

I 

At  Gardenia,  California,  two  girls,  aged  ten  and  eleven,  got  1bhe 
travel  bug,  and  after  school  both  girls  boarded  the  bike  belonging  to  one 
and  set  out  to  pedal  to  Missouri,  They  rode  for  six  hours,  got  hungry  and 
with  only  two  pennies  for  their  travelling  e^enses,  decided  to  postpone 
their  trip  for  a spell.  They  turned  themselves  over  to  the  Lot:  Angeles 
police,  who  fed  them,  and  returned  them  to  their  respective  homes, 

(Honestly,  the  more  you  consider  the  antics  of  the  young  fry  these 
days,  the  more  you  have  to  gasp  for  breathi) 

Down  in  Australia,  a young  couple  with  their  three-months-old  baby, 
were  camping  out  on  a lonely  ranch  while  the  man  built  a stock  pen.  His 
wife  and  the  baby  went  to  sleep  in  the  back  of  their  truck.  The  woman  was 
awakened  by  feeling  the  baby  moving  at  her  feetj  she  roused  up,  took  one 
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look  and  screamed  for  her  husband.  When  he  got  there,  he  found  a huge  "i:  ''. 
snake  trying  to  swallow  the  baby.  He  grabbed  a stick  and  beat  the  reptile 
on  the  head.  It  let  the  baby  go,  and  slipped  away.  The  baby  wasn’t  even 
frightened,  and  later,  the  man  found  the  snake  hiding  in  an  empty  forty- 
gallon  water  or  gas  can, 

(That  would  make  anybody’s  hair  curl,  including  mine,) 

The  famous  cult  leader.  Father  Divine,  was  riding  on  the  New  Jersey 
Turnpike  when  his  chauffeur  was  arrested  for  speeding.  The  police  claimed 
the  car  was  making  70  miles  per  hour,  but  the  "Leader”  says  it  was  only  65, 
and  adds  that  he  will  forbid  all  of  his  followers  to  use  the  Turnpike, 
thus  putting  a "curse"  upon  it, 

(From  all  I hear,  lots  of  folks  put  "cusses"  on  both  the  roads 
and  the  cops  that  catch  ’em  doing  90  in  a 60-mile  zone,) 

Down  at  Pasadena,  California,  a man  bought  a home  in  a swanky  neighbor- 
hood where  even  the  mosquitoes  must  get  permits  to  bite.  The  man’s  next-door 
neighbor  was  running  a boarding  house,  which  is  strictly  taboo  in  such  a 
restricted  district.  She  said  the  boarders  were  "guests”?  from  the  start 
she  made  life  miserable  for  the  man,  and  in  desperation,  he  bought  a COW 
and  turned  her  loose  on  his  lawn.  He  built  her  a beautiful,  cosy  stall 
with  an  awning,  and  all  day  she  roamed  in  the  yard  and  "mooed"  at  the  lady 
next  door.  The  woman  took  the  man  and  cow  to  court?  the  judge  sent  a man 
from  the  Humane  Society  to  interview  "Bossy",  and  came  back  and  told  the 
judge  he  was  going  to  resign  his  job  and  go  stay  with  "Bossy",  as  she  had 
the  "Life  of  Riley"  under  her  horns.  The  owner  told  the  judge  that  as  long 
as  the  woman  ran  the  boarding  house,  he  was  keeping  the  cow.  Then  someone 
called  the  cops  and  said  the  cow  had  been  painted  red,  but  when  they  got 
there,  they  found  "Bossy"  wearing  a blanket  made  of  red  roses. 
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(The  last  I heard,  the  man  had  finally  won  his  point,  so  I 
guess  "Bossy"  is  no  longer  "Roamin^  in  the  roses,"  and  moo- 
ing at  the  lac^  next  door.) 

On  a small  island  lying  between  Alaska  and  Siberia,  live  about  100 
Eskimos,  All  but  three  were  stricken  with  ’flu,  and  one  of  the  three 
still-well  natives  got  word  to  Fairbanks,  Alaska,  and  a mercy  plane, 
carrying  doctors,  nurses  and  medical  supplies  flew  to  the  island  to  help 
the  people, 

(You’ll  note  that  it  was  an  American  plane  that  went  to  the  rescue,) 

A woman  doctor  living  in  Sacramento,  California,  gave  her  tiry  baby 
an  aspirin  tablet  when  the  baby  got  a cold.  The  tablet  caught  in  the  child’s 
windpipe  and  it  started  to  strangle.  The  mother  got  a razor  blade  and  cut 
into  the  windpipe,  to  try  and  get  the  tablet  out — but  was  too  late,  as  the 
baty  died  from  suffocation, 

(l  wonder  why  the  mother  didn’t  first  break  the  aspirin  into 
tiny  pieces  and  then  give  to  her  baty  in  milk???) 

A family  living  in  Mississippi  has  nine  boys, and  the  mother,  instead 

of  calling  the  boys  by  name  when  wanted,  calls  them  by  number.  It  must 

sound  like  a football  coach  calling  signals  when  she  yells  out  "9-5-U-l," 

Still  another  family  living  in  Ohio  has  eleven  girls,  ranging  in 

ages  from  6 to  28  years.  Think  of  the  bonbons,  bubble  gum,  bobby  sox 

and  nylons  it  must  take  to  keep  those  gals  happy,) 

In  Los  Angeles,  a woman  went  to  court  to  try  to  get  back  from  "foster 

parents"  her  five  children  that  she  had  given  away  seven  years  ago.  After 

their  father  died,  she  wanted  to  marry  a man  who  is  an  amputee,  and  couldn’t 

take  care  of  him  and  the  children  too— so  gave  them  away.  Now  that  they  are 

big  enough  to  help  out  financially,  she  wants  them  back — but  the  Judge 
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refused  to  take  the  youngsters  away  from  their  foster  parents. 

In  last  month's  "News,"  we  told  of  the  New  York  actor  who  was  dead 
for  four  minutes,  then  brought  back  to  life*  A few  days  later,  he  died 
again,  but  this  time  they  could  not  revive  him. 

In  Massachusetts,  state  solons  are  debating  bills  that  wills  put  cats 
on  leashes,  tax  fat  men,  and  ban  courtesy  drinks, 

(l  have  nothing  against  kitty,  that  I feel  kitty  should  be  put 
on  a string,  nor  do  I see  why  a fat  man  should  pay  a tax  because 
he's  fat — but  banning  courtesy  drinks  is  a good  idea  in  iry  op- 
inion, for  more  than  one  man  has  caused  the  death  of  innocent 
people  and  himself  because  he  took  one  "courtesy  drink"  too 
many  and  then  got  behind  a steering  wheel,) 

A lacfy  in  Canada  wrote  a letter  to  her  daughter  that  was  yards 
long  and  took  three  days  to  read, 

(Recently  I received  a braille  letter  from  a pal  that  was  18 
yards  long  and  wonderfully  newsy,,,) 

Down  near  Hollywood  the  other  morning,  during  rush  hour,  a man  was 
arrested  for  driving  too  slowly  on  a freeway.  The  speed  limit  on  the  free- 
way Is  ^0  miles,  and  the  man  was  doing  32  when  caught.  Said  he  was  in  no 
hurry — that  was  all,  (it  takes  all  kinds  of  drivers  to  make  a traffic  jaml) 

Near  Yuma,  Arizona,  one  of  the  hottest  places  in  the  United  States 
even  in  winter  time,  a tramp  got  chilly  and  built  a fire  under  the  wooden 
trestle  on  the  main  line  of  the  Southern  Pacific,  The  trestle  burned  and 
trains  were  delayed  until  an  emergency  track  could  be  put  down.  The  traitp 
got  away,,. 

Granny  the  Bandit  comes  up  for  trial  on  March  26,  Her  lawyer  tried  to 
get  her  off  on  grounds  of  insanity,  but  the  judge  says  she  is  sane.  She 

claims  to  have  committed  the  robberies  to  get  money  to  give  to  the  needy, 
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In  Akron,  Ohio,  when  a teen-age  girl  is  hit  by  puppy  love,  she 
wears  a dog  collar  on  her  left  ankle,  but  if  she  has  no  boy  friend,  or 
falls  out  of  love,  she  must  wear  the  collar  on  the  right  ankle,  until 
hit  again — or  until  she  gets  smitten  with  first  love.  Then  the  dog 
collar  moves  to  her  left  ankle.  The  girls  must  also  wear  a pair  of 
heayy  white  bobby  sox  as  part  of  the  "badge  of  love,"  (In  the  Spring- 
time— Oh,  mel) 

Static  and  jottings — — 

/ 

New  Mexico  is  claiming  half  of  Texas  on  the  grounds  that  when  the 
states  were  surveyed,  Texas  grabbed  too  much  land  which  should,  says  New 
Mexico,  be  theirs,,,,,,, Californian  dairyman  are  starting  an  all-out  war 
on  ice  cream  substitutes,  claiming  that  the  "fakes"  are  eating  into  the 
regular  ice  cream  trade,,,,,,, In  an  eastern  state,  a school  bus  driver 
got  tired  of  his  teen-age  passengers  always  fighting  on  the  bus, so  took 
them  for  a long  ride,  locked  the  bus  door  \rith  the  kids  inside,  and  let 
them  battle  it  out.  Then  he  drove  them  back  to  school  and  made  them  all 
walk  home.  He  told  teachers  and  parents  that  the  kids  were  the  meanest 
and  most  ill-bred  he  ever  knew,  and  handed  in  his  resignation — which  the 
school  refused  to  accept,,,,,,, One  of  the  worst  dust  storms  or  "black 
blizzards"  in  years  hit  Kansas,  Oklahoma  and  Texas,  in  February,  damaging 
wheat  crops  and  other  grains, ,,,,, .The  weather  all  over  has  been  freakish 
and  we  got  snow  in  our  valley,  which  is  really  nexirs,,, 

SPORTS 

Joe  Maxim,  former  world  light-heavy  title  holder,  won  a narrow  de- 
cision over  trial-horse  Danny  Nardico,  Wednesday  night  in  Miami,  Florida, 
and  announces  his  intention  to  campaign  in  the  heavyweight  class.  He  is 
fishing  for  a fight  with  the  champ.  Rocky  Marciano,  now. 
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BETS IE  BARKS 


Hello i How  are  you?  I am  fine# 

Louise  is  sick,  and  I am  so  sorry*  Every  morning  for  days  and  days 
I have  looked  for  her*  Maybe  she  will  come  tomorrow  or  next  week#  But  ray 
boss  says  we  must  be  patient  and  she  must  get  well  and  strong  first*  I 
know  how  it  is  to  be  sick#  It  hurts#  I was  sick  last  summer,  too# 

My  big  job  is  taking  care  of  my  boss,  but  believe  it  or  not,  I have 

to  watch  out  for  her  friends,  too#  When  my  boss  is  walking  with  several 
friends,  I am  supposed  to  be  off  duty,  but  really  I am  very  busy  keeping 
track  of  everybody#  I have  to  look  to  see  that  they  are  coming  along  with 

us  and  that  they  are  safe#  Without  me,  I think  they  would  get  mixed  up  — 

even  lost#  I like  these  friends,  though,  and  they  like  me,  I think# 

Do  you  know  Margaret  Bly?  She  is  deaf  blind  and  has  a dog  named 
Ginger#  Ginger  wrote  me  a letter  and  I want  to  show  it  to  you#  Here 
it  is  — 

Dear  Betsie: 

I am  a big  collie  deg  and,  like  you,  am  smart  and  helpful# 

One  real  hot  Sunday  night  last  summer,  the  girls  went  to  church 
and  my  mistress  and  I were  alone#  Well,  the  first  thing  we  knew, 
a bad  electric  storm  blew  up*  It  was  the  kind  where  two  storms 
meet  at  the  same  place  and  they  really  try  to  knock  each  other 
around*  (lou  know,  my  mistress  can*t  see  the  lightning  and  can 
only  feel  the  vibration  of  the  thunder#  So  I always  stay  close 
to  her  in  a storm)# 

Then  came  a heavy  crash  of  thunder  which  shook  the  house,  and 
right  then  I saw  the  lights  go  out#  mistress  knew  the  light- 
ning must  have  struck  something#  What  did  I do?  I put  ngr  nose 
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in  her  hand  and  turned  my  head  toward  the  light.  She  got  up  and 
felt  the  bulb,  and  sure  enough,  the  wire  must  have  been  struck. 

So  she  waited  until  after  the  storm  was  over  to  look  at  the  fuses 
in  the  fuse-box,  and  what  do  you  think  she  found?  Yep,  all  six 
fuses  had  holes  in  them.  Just  like  someone  had  poked  them  in  with 
a stick.  So  she  put  in  new  fuses,  and  how  lucky  we  were  to  find 
that  the  main  fuse  had  not  blown  out  or  any  other  damage  caused. 

Maybe  sometime  1*11  tell  you  about  my  experience  with  a skunk. 
But— I*d  better  close  for  this  time, 

With  love  and  best  wishes, 
from  your  pal. 

Ginger  Bly 

Ginger  brave,  I tremble  when  there  is  a thunderstorm,  and  then  my 
boss  protects  me.  By  the  way,  what  is  a skunk? 

'Thank  you,  and  goodbye. 

Betsie 

SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Our  Roving  Reporter  was  grounded  this  month  and  sends  apologies. 

Perhaps  it  was  due  to  spring  feverc... 

It  may  be  necessary  to  mail  the  May  issue  of  "TAG"  late  next  month. 
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HEARD  OK  THE  RADIO 


Jim  Glenn  was  having  a hard  day  at  golf*  After  the  first  couple  rf  holes^ 
he  asked  the  caddie — *¥ell,  what  do  you  think  of  my  game?” 

Caddie:  ”I  guess  it*s  all  right.  But  I still  like  golf  better.” 


A man  and  his  son  caught  the  bus  into  town  the  other  day. 

“Daddy,”  said  Junior  in  a piping  voice,  “is  ray  kitten  a man  kitten 
or  a lady  kitten?” 

Everyone  in  the  bus  flapped  the  ears. 

“A  man  kitten,”  said  Daddy. 

“How  do  you  know?”  asked  Junior. 

You  could  have  heard  a pin  drop  as  the  fast-thinking  father  replied, 
'Well,  he  has  whisirars,  hasnH  he?” 

She  entered  the  office  of  a noted  divorce  lawyer.  “I  want  to  know  if 
I have  grounds  for  divorce,”  she  said. 

"Are  you  married?”  asked  the  lawyer. 

"Of  course.” 

“Then,”  he  replied,  “you  have  gr^)undsB" 


A husky  city  youth  applied  for  a job  'sn  a farm.  He  was  accepted,  given  a 
big  supper  and  sent  to  bed.  Next  morning,  the  farmer  shook  the  lad  awake 
with  a hearty,  “Hey,  lad,  it’s  f our-thirtyj ” 

“Four-thirty?”  mumbled  the  youth  sleepily.  “Well,  Pop,  that’s  pretty 
late.  It’s  time  you  got  to  bed.  You  must  have  a lot  of  work  to  do 
tomorrow J ” 
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VJHEN  GRANDMOTHEH  BRAIDS  RUGS 


Over  and  under , and  over  again, 

Toil-worn  fingers  braid  the  chain 
V/hen  Grandmother  busily  makes  a rug 

Which  when  finished  will  be  warm  and  snug. 

With  hands  worn  and  gnarled  by  years 
She  selects  each  color  that  appears 
To  harmonize  with  the  others,  and  so 
Ever  over  and  under  the  colors  go. 

Does  she  think  as  she  uses  colors  bright. 

Of  the  time  she  was  young,  her  heart  was  light. 
And  do  the  darker  shades  remind  her 

Of  times  when  she  wished  Fate  were  kinder? 

In  and  out  as  the  colors  go 

Their  contrasting  hues  steadily  grow 
Into  fascinating  patterns  bright  and  gay. 

As  Grandmother  braids  rugs,  day  by  day I 

By  - 

Genevieve  L*  Goss 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMORE 


During  February,  Betsie  and  I had  a trip  through  the  Southland  - North 
Carolina,  Georgia  and  Florida  - primarily  to  meet  with  state  authorities  to 
discuss  ways  and  means  of  seizing  deaf-blind  people.  These  were  short  contacts 
which  may  lead  to  detailed  field  trips  in  these  states  later  on.  There  were  a 
number  of  opportunities  to  speak  to  groups  in  the  various  communities  at  meet- 
ings of  Lions  Clubs,  local  associations  for  the  blind.  Pilot  Clubs,  and  all  ser- 
vice organizations.  It  is  hoped  that  these  contacts  will  help  to  interest  the 
public  generally  in  the  problems  of  deaf-blind  people.  Here  is  a copy  of  the 
speech  which  was  given,  with  minor  variations  - 

Deaf-Blind  People — The  Loneliest  in  the  World 

/ 

"Loneliness'.  Have  you  ever  been  lonely  in  the  deepest  sense  of  the 
word? — loneliness  that  seems  to  tear  at  your  very  soul?  All  of  us  have  ex- 
perienced the  emotion  in  relative  degrees.  We  have  been  lonely  on  a crowded 
city  street  where  every  face  was  strange  to  us.  We  have  been  lonely  in  an 
empty  house.  At  a gay  party  where  everyone  was  having  a wonderful  time,  we 
have,  for  some  reason,  felt  completely  out  of  it,  alone.  None  of  us,  however, 
can  entirely  comprehend  the  gripping  isolation  that  binds  a deaf-blind  indi- 
vidual! Under  the  best  of  circumstances,  where  family  and  friends  make  every 
effort  to  keep  the  deaf-blind  member  informed.,  as  to  what  is  happening  around 
him,  still  loneliness  is  present.  It  is  the  haunting  ghost  of  uncertainty  - 
uncertainty  that  stems  from  a lack  of  complete  knowledge  of  the  by-play  of 
living.  The  give  and  take,  the  little  joke,  the  repartee  - all  pass  him  by 
inevitably'. 
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"Unconsciously  our  minds  reject  the  concept  of  deaf-blindness*  We  hardly 
realize  that  such  people  exist  at  all,  much  less  in  our  own  communities* 

Helen  Keller?  Yes,  VJe  see  her,  a shining  star  on  the  horizon,  brilliant, 
inspiring  - remote*  The  very  aura  of  her  greatness  overshadows  the  fact  that 
she  is  a living,  breathing  woman,  human  even  as  you  and  I,  a woman  who  faces 
the  x^rorld  without  sight  and  without  hearing! 

"But  what  of  the  others?  They  are  here  among  us.  They,  too,  live  behind 
these  same  barriers  - silence  and  darkness  - a gallant  band  of  men  and  women 
who,  with  matchless  courage  grasp  the  threads  of  life  through  and  beyond  the 
obstacles • 

"If  you  could  go  with  me  to  visit  some  of  our  deaf-blind  people  in  various 
parts  of  the  country,  it  would  be  a revelation  for  you*  You  would  meet  deaf- 
blind  women'  keeping  house,  cooking,  cleaning,  sewing,  washing  and  ironing  - 
deaf-blind  men  working  as  heads  of  households,  doing  the  usual  odd  jobs  around 
the  house  that  belong  to  the  man  of  the  family;  repairing  window  cords,  putting 
up  shelves,  fixing  electric  wires,  and  the  like.  You  would  find  deaf-blind 
men  and  women  working  in  sheltered  xforkshops  for  the  blind,  and  also  in  indus- 
try, Too  often  you  would  find  them  living  alone  or  with  families,  but  shoved 
into  the  background,  ignored,  unable  to  take  their  rightful  place  in  the  social 
group  to  which  they  belong, 

"One  deaf-blind  man  sent  us  some  suggestions  for  relatives  and  we  quote; 

’Don’t  grab  things  out  of  a deaf-blind  person’s  hands  when  he  attempts 
to  do  something  for  himself  — you  are  only  compounding  his  frustration*  Per- 
haps his  efforts  will  result  in  failure,  but  that  is  no  criterion!  Many 
sighted  people  who  attempt  to  do  things  have  to  get  help  from  someone  more 
skillful  than  themselves! 

Don’t  try  to  prevent  a deaf-blind  person  from  attempting  to  talk  to 
visitors  who  come  to  his  home.  The  deaf-blind  can  distinguish  quickly  whether 
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or  not  the  visitor  is  willing  to  spend  a few  minutes  with  him^  either  printing 
in  his  palm  or  using  the  alphabet  glove.  Relatives  are  often  so  afraid  a 
deaf-blind  person  will  ‘'annoy”  a caller.  He  should  not  make  a nuisance  of 
himself  by  trying  to  monopolize  the  visitor's  attention  for  a long  period  of 
time,  but  a short  chat  should  not  be  such  an  ordeal  for  a caller.  Remember 
that  a deaf-blind  person's  contact  vrith  people  is  very  limited.  He  likes  to 
talk  fully  as  much  as  you  do, 

'Don't  try  to  prevent  a deaf-blind  person  from  "looking”  at  articles 
displayed  on  the  counter  in  stores.  Remember  that  his  fingers  are  his  eyes; 
also  that  which  is  perfectly  obvious  to  the  sighted  may  be  an  enigma  to  him. 

Few  merchants  will  object  to  the  deaf-blind  person's  "looking”  over  his  stock 
if  his  hands  are  clean  and  he  is  careful  not  to  disarrange  the  articles  on 
display I 

"Yes,  deaf-blind  people  are  alone,  too  much  so  most  of  the  time,  yet 
they  have  a circle  of  friends  that  stretches  across  the  land,  even  across  the 
sea,  through  braille  correspondence,  Hany  of  them  seem  much  more  concerned 
about  the  hardships  endured  by  their  "letter-pals”  than  about  their  own  trou- 
bles, Here  is  an  unselfishness  that  stands  out  in  sharp  relief  and  it  can 
teach  us  all  a lesson I 

"What  then,  you  ask,  can  I do  to  serve?  You  can  give  money,  of  course, 
and  we  cannot  minimize  the  need  for  such,  but  can  you  give  of  yourself?  Deaf- 
blind  people  need  friends,  friends  who  will  take  the  time  to  give  them  personal 
companionship;  take  them  for  walks,  rides,  shopping,  to  church  and  the  like. 

If  you  will  give  your  time  and  energy  to  make  a friend  of  a deaf-blind  person, 
you  will  find  that  friendship  one  of  the  most  rewarding  you  have  ever  experi- 
enced, and  more  than  worth  any  effort  involved.  It  is  not  so  much  what  you  do, 
it  is  how  you  do  it. 
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‘•Here  are  a few  suggestions  which  are  printed  on  the  back  of  the  chart  of 
pictures  showing  how  to  form  the  letters  of  the  letters  of  the  one-hand  manual 
alphabet  of  the  deaf  - one  of  a number  of  methods  of  communication  to  use  with 
deaf-blind  friends • . • • • 

"Deaf-blind  people  are  normal  individuals  who  happen  not  to  see  and  xi^ho 
happen  not  to  hear, 

1,  Treat  a deaf-blind  person  as  you  treat  anyone  else.  Always  be  natural 
- never  patronizing  - and  never  fail  in  real  kindness, 

2,  Address  the  deaf-blind  person  directly,  not  through  someone  else. 

Speak  to  him  by  forming  the  letters  of  the  manual  alphabet  (see  manual  chart) 
directly  while  the  person  holds  his  hand  lightly  over  yours  to  feel  the  po- 
sition of  your  fingers.  Be  careful  to  move  the  fingers  directly  from  the 

/ 

position  of  one  letter  to  the  next  and  pause  slightly  between  words.  If  the 
deaf-blind  person  is  unfamiliar  with  the  manual  alphabet,  print  capital  letters 
in  his  palm.  Here  again  pause  between  words, 

3o  Do  not  try  to  omit  the  words  "see"  and  "hear".  Use  them  without  hesi- 
tation if  your  conversation  calls  for  them, 

it.  Let  the  deaf-blind  person  know  when  you  enter  or  leave  the  room.  Al- 
ways tell  him  who  you  are, 

5,  Offer  your  arm  when  walking  with  a deaf-blind  person.  Do  not  push 
himj  go  straight  if  possible.  Touch  is  the  deaf-blind  person’s  "sight", 

6,  Do  not  try  to  half  carry  a deaf-blind  person  when  he  is  entering  a 
car  or  train  or  going  upstairs.  He  needs  only  to  have  his  hand  placed  on  the 
door-knob  or  stair  rail  for  guidance.  You  need  not  help  him  to  sit  down; 
just  place  his  hand  on  the  back  of  a chair  so  he  can  judge  its  position, 

7 0 Explain  things  that  are  happening  around  you  when  you  are  with  a 
deaf-blind  person. 
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8#  Show  the  deaf-blind  person  that  you  have  confidence  in  his  ability 
to  do  useful  things.  Your  acceptance  of  this  is  a form  of  encouragement* 
The  so-called  miraculous  is  only  extra  concentration  and  development# 

9,  Remember  that  your  attitude  tox^ard  a deaf-blind  person  will  be  re- 
flected by  his  family  and  friends#” 


And  so  it  went.  Talks  to  groups  from  Charle-ste^  North  Carolina  to 
Miami,  Florida — groups  who  knew  little  of  the  blind  or  the  deaf  and  nothing 

of  the  deaf-blind.  My  voice  sounded  monotonously  in  my  own  ears  as  if  I were 

/ 

playing  a phonograph  record  repeatedly.  Yet  these  groups  responded  with  sin- 
cere interest  and  one  audience  rose  to  its  feet  in  spontaneous  enthusiasm# 
Have  we  made  a dent?  Perhaps  1 But  if  even  one  deaf-blind  man  or  woman  finds 
a hand  of  friendship  extended  as  a result  of  these  contacts  the  whole  trip 
will  have  been  worthwhile. 


Annette  Bo  Dinsmore 
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PERSONAU..I  YOURS 


by 

Our  Roving  Reporter 

"I  was  a bad  girl  in  school,"  says  Ruby  Hiller  of  Atlanta,  Georgia,  "I 
was  high  spirited  and  headstrong,  and  I made  my  teachers  cross  with  me*  My 
name  was  put  on  the  bulletin  board  every  Monday  morning,  where  they  listed 
those  who  had  earned  demerits*" 

But  Ruby  learned  well  and  rapidly  at  the  South  Carolina  School  for  the 
Deaf  and  Blind  in  Spartanburg,  where  she  started  as  a little  girl  of  six, 
totally  deaf  and  totally  blind,  since  she  was  three  years  of  age.  In  spite 
of  her  rebellion  at  the  rules  and  regulations  at  school,  and  the  many  disci- 
plines imposed,  she  learned  to  speak  well  and  to  use  excellent  English.  Her 
very  high  spirits  showed  an  inquiring  mind  and  a determination  to  find  out 
what  life  was  all  about.  She  kept  right  on,  after  graduation,  reading  books 
in  braille;  in  fact  everything  she  could  get  her  hands  on.  VJhen  she  graduated, 
however,  she  was  through  with  school.  She  states,  "They  wanted  me  to  go  to 
college,  but  I was  sick  and  tired  of  school  and  all  the  rules*" 

Today  Ruby  is  living  in  a boarding  home  for  deaf  people,  and  although  she 
is  much  younger  than  the  other  boarders,  she  is  happy  there.  Meticulously 
neat,  she  keeps  herself  and  her  room  clean  and  tidy.  She  does  some  handwork, 
keeps  up  with  a few  letter  pals,  and  continues  to  read  braille* 

Susie,  the  landlady,  is  fond  of  her  and  offers  good  companionship,  but, 
as  Ruby  says,  "Susie  is  too  busy  to  talk  to  me  much*" 

Ruby  needs  friends,  friends  to  take  her  out  for  walks  or  rides  occasion- 
ally, and  we  are  hoping  some  women  in  Atlanta  will  soon  take  an  interest  in 
her.  But  Ruby  is  not  down-hearted,  even  though  she  spends  most  of  her  time 
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alone  in  her  room.  She  says,  *'I  have  tried  other  places,  and  this  is  the 
bestJ"  I am  happy  here,  secure  and  feel  at  home.  Relatives,  yes,  I have 
married  sisters,  but  it  is  no  good  living  with  brothers-in-law." 

Ruby  herself  says  that  there  is  nothing  much  to  say  about  her,  nothing 
much  to  write  about.  But  she  has  such  a contagious  spirit,  such  a happy 
personality,  that  she  stands  out  as  one  of  the  best,  among  many. 

The  teachers  who  struggled  with  the  rebellious  little  deaf-blind  girl 
t^ould  be  delighted  vjith  her  today,  delighted  with  her  speech,  her  language, 
and  quick  sense  of  humor. 

t 

How  can  we  measure  success  in  life?  Surely  the  ability  to  accept  what 
comes,  with  undaunted  courage,  looking  for  the  good  in  herself  and  others, 
gives  Ruby  the  right  to  be  called  successful!  She  has  an  abiding  faith 
which  carries  her  through  - "Wo  matter  how  much  I am  alone  in  my  room  with 
my  books  and  letters,  I know  I am  not  really  alone  at  all  - God  is  with  me I" 
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DOG  DAY 


by 

Warren  Cobb 

As  they  sat  at  the  breakfast  table,  Earl  said  to  his  wife  Mabel, 
•'Dear,  would  you  mind  giving  Queenie  her  breakfast  this  morning  as  I am 
late  and  wouldn’t  have  time  to  make  the  bus  if  I stopped  to  do  it." 

"All  right,"  replied  Mabel,  "I'll  see  that  'her  majesty'  gets  her 
breakfabtc" 

Mabel  reflected  and  then  continued,  "She  looks  lonesome  out  there, 
doesn't  she,  since  the  children  have  gone  to  camp.  Earl,  I don't  see  why 
you  can't  let  her  out  of  the  kennel  to  enjoy  life  like  other  dogs." 

"Dear,*'  replied  Earl,  "you  don't  understand  the  breeding  of  dogs. 

You  know  she  belongs  to  the  Royal  Line." 

"No,"  said  Mabel,  a little  wearily,  "I  don't  suppose  that  I do.  All 
that  I understand  about  is  the  breeding  of  children.  If  she  belongs  to 
the  Royal  Line,  as  you  say,  why  don't  you  dye  her  hair  purple  so  that 
everybody  will  know  it»" 

"Oh,  dear,"  replied  E^rl,  "you  know  she  may  be  the  means  of  your 
getting  a fur  coat  later  on." 

"Why,  are  you  going  to  skin  the  pups  and  make  a fur  coat  for  me?" 
Mabel  retorted. 

Earl  shook  his  head  and  said,  "V/ell,  I have  to  get  moving,  but  you 
won't  forget  to  latch  the  kennel  gate,  v;ill  you  dear?" 

"No,"  replied  Mabel,  "you  won't  have  to  worry,  I will  take  good  care 
of  'her  majesty'." 


- 9 - 


iV 


. f 


r,  •!-:  0.*- 

1 

f.*»  T 'i«<1  Hi  »dr^.'’ T'-T’*' 

■ ;:  • j-  c’ 

.r.  ''‘aX 

■'  .SrWtsSBC 


. - :'J  ,•  

■■■  -■^  ^ ' . ■-  . , !yi  /3Xifv.-J  . ■ •.  -»'^  tiueS  C'QwI  <!*' 

L'-t-;:  ,.>Nl,«rs'  4’.TCb  i9&^ 

k .-  ^ 

■/•4ir  idflOlnr' 

■:;:  .?  vr.  ■.'--  .'n  i«  o-"'  •;  :.  -'.m  J . -1:'  : r 

rJ-'-'  r-»'c  -T  '.r:;  ^ ■>  j sjt  it  ;Qd«  tiTT  ' ' iJ 

CiZ  ■•'II;'''  . •'  ■ t7o\  r injL’'  rr^?  ‘fCiX  '■  'V,:-?  -»i.t 

■■  ^ ’WCf  LT*’  .?. 

■'(■.>.  ^ . ■ Y,.  (.<--.■«  ';  . 7^' i '__T.-r'  tiT.  * 

"•n3  19.J*I  i=  --  t:;?  i 

. * ‘(  ;:  '-‘>J’;<S  I'JlJf.  fyi;' .•  . '•'  t*.fl  9t  Tifff'-'X  ^ ' •■  ‘' 

5;  - > -.').:  v'l  X?>d#K 

. - -v  .'.  > cJ  ~"^  :)'■■■  \hJbB8'  be'  nj^  Z^  fd 


i }'‘t  ■i/’tr;-;  ■■-■.i^-'  „:  crl.r  r*' . i 

■J*  ; 

r.  . 

0?  ^wT-ri  •*  ';-(D’  rm*'  -XetTiiii  !■ 

•-’■:•< 'i 

Earl  kissed  his  wife  good-bye,  and  Mabel  heard  Queenie  barking  good- 
bye to  him,  too,  as  he  walked  down  the  driveway, 

"Well,”  said  Mabel  to  herself,  "I  may  as  well  have  another  cup  of 
coffee  and  look  over  the  morning  paper  before  I give  Queenie  her  breakfast," 
However,  Mabel  was  not  able  to  read  very  long  before  Queem.e  started  to  bark 
for  her  breakfast,  Folding  the  paper  and  walking  to  the  mndow,  Mabel  called 
out,  "all  right,  ’your  majesty'  I will  be  right  out," 

t 

She  went  into  the  kitchen,  put  some  dog  food  in  a pan,  filled  a pail 
with  water,  and  started  for  the  kennel.  As  she  approached  she  said,  "Here 
comes  your  lady-in-waiting i " 

Mabel  unlatched  the  kennel  gate  and  placed  the  pan  of  food  in  front  of 
Queenie,  She  then  walked  over  to  the  shady  nook  v/here  Earl  kept  the  water 
for  the  dog,  and  poured  some  of  the  fresh,  cool  water  into  the  panj  Just 
as  she  finished  this  little  chore  she  heard  a noise  and  turning  quickly  saw 
Queenie  chasing  the  Srdth's  cat  down  the  streeti 

"Oh,  dear,"  she  exclaimed,  "I  would  go  and  forget  to  relatch  that  gate," 
and  kicking  up  her  heels,  took  off  after  Queenie,  At  that  moment  she  noticed 
the  Hasset  dog  also  chasing  the  cat,  but  from  the  opposite  direction©  The 
poor  cat  was  cornered  and  there  was  nothing  for  him  to  do  but  run  into  the 
nearest  yard  and  climb  up  a tree  I As  the  two  dogs  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
tree,  barking  at  the  cat,  Mrs,  Smith  came  running  out  of  her  house  and  started 
calling  and  coaxing  the  cat  to  come  dom  - but  to  no  avail  I 

By  this  time  a small  group  of  passers-by  had  gathered  and  one  man  help- 
fully suggested  that  Mrs,  Smith  telephone  the  Fire  Department,  She  went 
into  the  house,  did  just  that,  and  in  a short  tirae  the  firemen  arrived.  One 
of  the  men  placed  a ladder  against  the  tree  and  holding  a bag  provided  for 
the  purpose,  proceeded  to  climb  up  the  tree.  As  he  neared  the  branch  on 
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which  the  cat  had  "perched",  he  reached  out  to  grab  it,  but  the  poor  little 
thing  was  so  frightened  that  he  lost  his  balance  on  the  branch  and  fell  to 
the  ground* 

The  two  dogs  were  in  their  glory  and  immediately  rushed  for  the  cat,  but 
he  eluded  them,  jumped  into  his  mistress’  arms,  and  Mrs.  Smith  ran  into  the 
house  xd-th  her  precious  cat* 

The  dogs,  enraged  at  losing  their  ’"prize",  started  to  fight  xd-th  each 
other  and  in  a vain  attempt  to  separate  them,  Queenie  knocked  Mabel  doxm. 
Several  men,  who  were  watching  this  amusing  free-for-all,  helped  her  to  her 
feet,  and  then  managed  to  separate  the  dogs* 

At  long  last,  Mabel  enticed  Queenie  to  go  home  with  her,  but  as  they 
were  walking  down  the  street,  Queenie  spied  another  cat  and  the  chase  was 
on  againl  Mabel  took  off  after  her,  but  as  she  turned  a corner,  she  could 
see  neither  hide  nor  hair  of  the  dog*  After  walking  around  aimlessly  for  a 
while,  she  decided  to  return  home  fully  conxd.nced  that  Queenie  had  evaporated 
into  thin  air*. 

Entering  the  house,  she  sank  wearily  into  a chair  and  said,  "Oh,  dear,  I 
am  exhausted*  I wonder  - should  I call  Earl  and  ask  him  to  come  home*  Per- 
haps he  could  find  his  precious  Queenie*"  "No,"  she  reasoned,  still  talking 
to  herself,  "I  think  I will  wait  for  a while  and  see  what  happens*" 

labile  she  was  drinking  another  cup  of  coffee,  perhaps  just  to  be  doing 
something,  the  phone  rang*  Hxu’riedly  picking  up  the  receiver,  a voice  in- 
quired, "Is  this  Mrs*  Hansen?"  "Yes,"  replied  Mabel*  "Well  this  is  Mrs* 
Smith  speaking,"  the  voice  continued,  "and  when  my  Tabby  fell  from  that  tree, 
he  broke  his  paw.  I sent  for  the  Vet  and  the  bill  is  |p5#00  and  your  husband 
will  have  to  pay  it*"  "I'Jhy  should  my  husband  have  to  pay  the  bill?"  asked 
Mabel*  "^Jhat  right  had  yoxir  cat  to  be  down  on  our  property*"  "Cats  have  a 
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right  to  go  wherever  they  please,”  retorted  Mrs*  Smith,  "Well  then  my  dog 
has  the  same  privileges,”  snapped  Mabel,  "Well,  anyway,  your  husband  vjill 
have  to  pay  the  bill,”  said  Mrs*  Smith,  as  she  banged  the  receiver  on  its 
hook* 

Mabel  walked  back  to  the  table  and  her  cooling  cup  of  coffee,  bewildered, 

"Earl  will  be  furious,”  she  said,  "when  he  hears  of  this,”  As  she  sat  quiet- 

/ 

ly,  thinking  and  thinking,  the  phone  rang  again.  On  answering  it,  she  heard 
a familiar  voice  say,  ’ "Hello,  Mabel,  this  is  Helen*  Didn’t  you  tell  me  that 
Earl  bought  a dog  last  week?” 

"Yes,”  replied  Mabel,  "but  I lost  her  this  morning.  Have  you  seen  her?” 
"I'Jell,  I’m  not  sure,”  said  Helen,  "I  thought  you  told  me  she  was  a black 
and  white  dog  and  very  pretty,”  Helen  continued,  "I  was  just  sitting  at  the 
window  when  I noticed  the  dog  catcher  putting  a black  and  white  dog  in  his 
wagon*” 

”0h,  dear,”  moaned  Mabel,  "that  must  have  been  Queenie,  Now  what  will 
I ever  do?” 

"If  I were  you,”  suggested  Helen,  "I  would  go  down  to  the  Animal  Rescue 
League  right  away  and  try  to  get  her  before  they  dispose  of  her,”  "Oh,  gra- 
cious,” gasped  Mabel,  "do  they  get  rid  of  them  right  away?"  "I  have  heard 
that  they  do,”  continued  Helen,  very  knowingly,  "They  just  couldn’t  keep 
all  those  dogs,”  "Do  you  know  where  their  office  is,”  asked  Mabel,  beginning 
to  feel  some  hope,  "No,"  replied  Helen,  "but  you  can  inquire  at  the  City 
Hall*”  "Oh,  thanks  ever  so  much,”  Mabel  said  gratefully,  "I’ll  ring  you  up 
as  soon  as  I return  to  let  you  know  how  I made  out,” 

Mabel  rushed  out  of  the  house,  tore  into  the  garage,  jumped  into  the 
car  and  drove  frantically  in  the  direction  of  the  City  Hall,  so  pleased  with 
herself  that  she  was  actually  doing  something.  As  soon  hs  she  got  the  proper 
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instructions,  she  drove  to  the  Aniriial  Rescue,  tapped  on  the  door  and  said, 

”1  am  Mrs*  Hansen  and  I think  your  dog  catcher  has  our  Queenieo  You  know 
she  is  a very  valuable  dog  and  belongs  to  the  Royal  Line.*' 

"IJell,**  replied  the  clerk,  "our  dog  catcher,  John,  doesn't  pay  much 

attention  to  lines.  You  see,  Mrs.  Hansen,  these  are  Dog  Days  and  any  stray 

/ 

dog,  without  a license,  is  gathered  up  and  brought  here.  Just  why  didn't 
you  have  your  dog  licensed?" 

"VJell,"  said  Mabel,  timidly,  "my  husband  meant  to  do  it  this  week,  and 
we  only  got  Queenie  last  week.  Oh,  dear,  I hope  you  have  not  done  away 
with  her  yet." 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr*  Duncan,  the  clerk,  "but  come  with  me  to  the 
other  building*  You  see,  we  generally  put  the  dogs  to  sleep  immediately  so 
that  we  do  not  have  to  feed  them." 

Mabel  and  Mr.  Duncan  walked  across  the  courtyard,  and  when  the  care- 
taker answered  the  knock  on  the  door,  he  was  asked,  "Have  you  put  the  dogs 
to  sleep  yet?" 

"No,"  the  caretaker  replied,  "it  was  such  a hot  day  that  I thought  I 
would  wait  until  it  got  a little  cooler."  "Oh,  Mr.  Duncan,  John  and  I no- 
ticed that  there  was  one  dog  picked  up  today  that  looked  unusual*" 

"A  black  and  x>rhite  one,"  asked  Mabel,  breathlessly. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  caretaker.  "Oh,  I am  so  thankful,"  said  Mabel* 

They  went  into  a large  room  and  there  seemed  to  be  so  mary  dogs,  all  barking 
at  once.  The  minute  Queenie  spied  Mabel,  sensing  that  something  was  wrong, 
she  ran  to  her  as  if  for  protection. 

"You  naughty  dog,"  scolded  Mabel,  while  she  fondled  Queenie,  "now  you 
come  home  and  the  next  time  I feed  you,  I will  certainly  make  sure  that  I 
remember  to  latch  the  kennel  gate." 
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After  thanking  both  Hr»  Duncan  and  the  caretaker,  she  drove  home  with 
Queenie  and  put  her  in  the  kennel,  latching  the  gate  sscurelyi 

As  she  entered  the  house  she  said,  "This  has  been  a ‘Dog  Day'  for  me 
in  more  ways  than  one  I " 

Completely  exhausted,  Ilabel  decided  to  rest  for  a while  before  preparing 
dinner  for  Sarlo  She  must  have  dozed  off,  for  she  was  awakened  by  a familiar 
voice,  asking  tenderly,  "Don't  you  feel  well,  dear?" 

Mabel  opened  her  eyes  and  said,  "Why  yes,  I feci  all  right  now!"  Then 
as  she  glanced  at  the  clock,  she  asked,  "Aren't  you  home  early?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Earl,  "the  office  was  so  hot  that  we  were  alloxred  to 
leave  earlier  than  usual  * You  loiow  these  'Dog  Days'  get  under  your  skin!" 

"Well  do  I know  it,"  said  Mabel,  and  then  started  to  tell  Earl  the  whole 
story. 

"Oh,  dear,"  said  Earl,  sympathetically,  "you  have  had  a hard  day,  but 
cheer  up 5 one  of  the  men  in  the  office  gave  me  two  tickets  for  the  movies 
tonight.  It  will  be  nice  and  cool  there,  you  know." 

"Are  the  pictures  good,"  asked  Mabel 0 

"Yes,  I guess  so.  One  of  the  chaps  in  the  office  saw  them  and  he  told 
me  that  one  was  all  about  the  St.  Bernard  dogs  in  the  Alps,"  said  Earl  with 
a smile. 

"Please  don't,"  exclaimed  Mabel.  "I  think  I shall  scream  if  I see  any 
more  dogs  today.  Enough  is  enough'." 
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THE  BROADCASTER 


News  Gleaned  Here  And  There 

by 

' Lillian  Sabinske 

Fifteen  months  ago,  a young  G.I.  Corporal  was  on  a lecture  tour  for  the 
Army,  His  subject,  ’'\'/hy  We  Are  Fighting  In  Korea”,  He  decided  to  find  out 
for  himself,  went  AV/OL  and  ended  up  in  an  outfit  in  Korea  and  became  a hero. 
The  Army  discovered  him  after  all  these  months,  and  he  is  now  coming  home  to 
marry  his  best  girl  after  that  16,000  mile  AWOL  trip  to  satisfy  his  curiosity, 

(He  seems  to  have  managed  to  come  out  okay  for  he’s  not 
being  put  in  the  guard  house,) 

Rita  Hayworth,  the  famous  movie  star,  finally  got  a divorce  from  her 
"Ally  Khan”  and  custody  of  their  two  children.  Rumor  has  it  that  she  also 
got  two  million  dollars, 

(Gee,  fancy  playing  cowboy  to  two  million  bucks •••) 

An  11  year  old  boy  living  in  San  Mateo,  California,  was  afraid  he’d  fail 
his  school  exams,  so  decided  to  run  off  to  Illinois  to  his  aunt.  With  35 
cents  in  his  pocket,  he  hid  on  a train  to  San  Francisco,  there,  changed  to  a 
main  line  train  to  Chicago,  For  2500  miles,  he  kept  hidden  and  on  arrival  in 
Chicago,  boarded  another  train  and  ended  up  in  Springfield,  cold  and  hungry. 
There  he  turned  himself  over  to  the  police  who  fed  him  and  put  him  on  another 
train  for  Chicago,  VHien  he  got  there,  he  hung  around  the  station,  eating  pop- 
corn someone  had  left  on  a bench.  He  then  turned  himself  over  to  the  police 
again  and  this  time,  they  got  in  touch  with  his  folks.  Now  he’s  on  the  way 
home,  with  a paid  fare, 

(What  the  younger  fry  will  not  do  these  days,  is  ’somepin,,,) 
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The  deluxe  liner,  "Empress  of  Canada"  was  tied  up  at  a pier  in  Liverpool, 
England.  Fire  was  discovered  in  its  hold  and  had  gained  such  headway  that  it 
could  not  be  controlled.  Ship  and  shore  officials  are  mystified  as  they  can- 
not find  out  how  the  fire  started.  I understand  the  ship  was  destroyed  and 
they  are  still  unable  to  account  for  the  fire. 

In  Los  Angeles,  police  arrested  a couple  for  selling  their  two  and  a 
half  year  old  daughter  for  |250.00.  They  said  they  did  it  to  pay  for  a new 
baby  that's  coming  but  police  have  proof  that  they sold  the  child  to  pay  off 
a poker  debt. 

For  many  years  the  U.  S.  Government  has  banned  the  killing  of  the  big 
gray  whales.  Now,  thousands  and  thousands  of  them  arc  going  south  to  the  Bay 
of  California  to  their  breeding  grounds.  The  huge  sea  creatures  can  be  seen 
from  shore  and  when  the  breeding  season  ends,  they  will  return  to  far  northern 
waters . 

In  New  York,  an  actor  had  undergone  an  operation  and  was  supposedly  doing 
fine.  He  was  sitting  up  in  bed  drinking  tea,  when  he  collapsed  and  the  doctors 
said  he  was  dead  but  one  doctor  cut  his  chest  open  and  with  his  bare  hands, 
massaged  the  man's  heart  and  brought  him  back.  They  said  the  man  was  really 
dead  for  four  minutes.  He  is  doing  fine  again. 

American  hubbies  shouldn’t  gripe  about  their  wives  "going  places"  all  the 
time.  There's  a tribe  in  Africa  where  the  men  stay  home  and  keep  house  and 
tend  the  kiddies  while  the  women  gad  about,  hither  and  yon.  Right  now,  some 
29  of  these  African  women  are  here  in  the  U.  S.  A,  going  to  college  to  find 
out.,.., How  Yankee  Gals  do  it... 

Income  tax  experts  claim  that  ALL  working  gals  should  get  nice  deductions 
on  their  "war  paint".  They,  the  experts,  say  that  movie  stars  and  beauty  op- 
erators get  such  deductions  on  their  beauty  aids,  and  as  working  girls  need  to 
look  pretty  to  hold  jobs,  they  are  also  entitled  to  the  same  tax  deductions. 
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(How  about  housewives,  too*  After  all,  we  gotta  stay 
pretty  for  our  hubbies  and  that’s  a job.**) 

Not  long  ago,  motorists  driving  near  Los  Angeles,  saw  an  odd  object  in 
the  sky;  they  stopped  to  watch  it  and  so  did  hundreds  of  other  motorists  and 
had  traffic  blocked  for  five  miles.  When  the  cops  got  there,  they  were  told 
to  see  the  "flying  saucers",  B0T  the  saucer  was  nothing  more  than  a common 
weather  balloon  sent  up  by  a local  airport* 

(Probably  half  the  saucers  seen  these  days,  are  like  that, 
just  balloons  or  kites  or  something.) 

Some  Sports  bits* 

Ferris  Fain,  American  League  batting  champ  for  the  past  two  seasons,  has 
been  traded  by  the  Philadelphia  Athletics  to  the  Chicago  White  Sox.  His  potent 
bat  gives  the  Sox  the  added  punch  at  the  plate  to  make  them  a serious  threat 
to  the  continued  reign  of  the  New  York  Yankees* 

Maryland  and  California  (UCLA)  will  meet  for  a battle  on  the  gridiron  at 
Los  Angeles  on  October  1,  19$h»  This  will  be  the  first  trip  for  Maryland  to 
the  West  Coast. 

(The  date  is  correct.) 

Word  has  trickled  out  that  the  University  of  California’s  basketball  team 
compiled  a record  of  h2  straight  defeats. 

One  of  the  worst  storms  in  history  lashed  most  of  Europe  early  in  February 
its  ferocity  centering  on  Holland  and  England.  Over  sixteen  hundred  people 
lost  their  lives,  hundreds  were  injured  and  property  damage  uncountable.  On 
February  11  a blizzard  increased  Holland’s  sufferings.  In  some  places,  waves 
and  wind  washed  ships  three  miles  inland ***Off  the  Irish  coast,  a car  ferry, 
plying  between  Scotland  and  Ireland,  foundered  and  sank;  scores  losing  their 
lives.  It  is  a most  tragic  and  fearful  thing  to  think  about. 

That  does  it  - we  quit  till  next  time* 


{ 


BETSIE  BARKS 


I 

Hello,  how  are  you?  I am  fine* 

Shiver  my  timbers  I Here  we  are  in  the  south  and  it  is  still  cold*# 

The  flowers  are  pretty  and  the  grass  is  green,  but  the  wind  is  cold  and 
it  rains,  tool  I thought  it  would  be  summer  down  here,  and  hot  sunshine# 

But  nQT  boss  tells  me  you  have  to  expect  these  little  disappointments  and 
I guess  it  is  a lot  colder  in  New  York  now.  Maybe  there  is  ice  on  the 
streets  and  rain  is  better  than  that# 

We  are  going  to  see  Miss  Mary  Bond  Smith  and  I hope  she  will  like  me# 
Miss  Smith  is  not  blind,  but  she  is  deaf,  and  my  boss  tells  me  that  she  is 
very  smart  and  likes  deaf-blind  people,  tool  She  wrote  some  poems  for 
"TAG"  and  she  is  full  of  fun# 

Last  week  we  went  to  see  Ruby  Miller  and  she  patted  me  and  I shook 
hands  with  her#  I liked  Ruby.  She  laughed  at  me  when  I barked  at  someone 
coming  in  the  door#  You  never  know  who  might  come  in  and  it  is  much  safer 
to  bark  at  them. 

Maybe  we  can  go  to  see  Miss  Evangeline  Hunter#  I know  her  from  a long 
time  ago  and  she  is  nice,  tool 

But  most  of  the  time  on  this  trip  I have  had  to  listen  to  my  boss  giving 
speeches.  People  have  been  very  polite  and  clapped,  but  I think  it  is  boring. 
It  is  much  more  interesting  when  they  talk  to  me  and  I love  to  have  my  pic- 
ture taken I 

I would  like  to  visit  more  deaf-blind  friends,  but  my  boss  says  this 
isn't  that  kind  of  a trip,  and  we'll  have  to  come  back  to  do  that#  Maybe 
next  time  it  will  be  warm# 
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It  is  funny  how  we  change  around  all  the  time©  Would  you  like  to  know 
the  secret  of  how  I find  the  room  in  the  hotel?  We  follow  a man  who  carries 
the  heavy  bags  and  he  unlocks  the  door.  I rub  myself  against  the  door  and 
then  the  next  time  I can  smell  myself  on  the  door  to  find  the  right  one* 

It  works  very  well  and  more  people  should  try  it,  but  I guess  you  would  have 
to  have  a trained  nose.  Wy  boss  doesn’t  Imow  I do  this  and  so  she  thinks  I 
am  very  smart,  and  all  the  time  it  is  the  smelll 

Now  my  boss  is  packing  again.  That  is  a bother.  She  almost  forgot  my 
rubber  bone  last  time  and  she  said  I must  keep  track  of  it.  When  do  you 
think  we  will  go  home? 

Thank  you  and  good-bye. 


Betsie  Dinsmore 


HEiARD  ON  THE  RADIO 


Wrong  Box 

Mrs#  Swank;  "Henry  and  I went  to  Ihnntre  last  night*  We  had  a box*" 

Itrs*  Frank;  "Yes,  chocolates,  weren^t  they,  dear?  We  saw  you  eating  some- 

« 

thing  in  the  gallery*" 


Time  to  Relax 

"Did  I appear  nervous  during  the  ceremony?*  asked  the  bride* 

"A  little  at  first,"  replied  the  bridesmaid,  "but  not  after  Fred  said  ‘yes’." 

Truthful 

The  new  rent  collector  opened  the  gnte,  and  seeing  a small  boy  playing  in  the 

D 

garden  asked,  "Is  your  mother  at  home,  little  man?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  boy  politely* 

The  collector  rang  the  bell  several  times,  but  getting  no  answer  turned  to 
the  boy  and  said,  "Look  here*  I thought  you  told  me  your  mother  was 
at  home I" 

"But  she  is,  sir,"  was  the  lad’s  innocent  reply*  "We  don’t  live  here*" 


A soldier  on  sentry  duty,  held  up  a car,  saying  to  the  driver,  "You  can’t 
pass  this  way*" 

"I’m  the  sergeant,"  bellowed  a voice  from  the  rear  of  the  car* 

The  sentry  stood  aside,  "Sorry,  sir,  I didn’t  realize  it  was  you*  I got 
orders  to  allow  no  traffic  through  here,  because  the  bridge  ahead  is 

it’s  you,  sir,  it’s  a pleasure  I" 
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0 CAPTAIKl  MY  CAPTAIKJ 


At  last  the  Civil  War  is  over.  The  Union,  represented  as  the  Ship  of 
State,  has  been  safely  steered  into  the  harbor  of  Peace  by  the  Captain;  the 
people  are  exulting,  and  hope  reigns  high  in  the  hearts  of  all*  And  then 
Lincoln,  the  great  Captain,  is  assassinatedi  Whitman's  poem  is  a cry  of 
sorrow  and  despair.  The  deep  love  and  feeling  of  personal  loss  expressed  in 
this  poem  make  it  one  of  the  most  touching  tributes  to  the  Great  Emancipator. 

oOo— 


0 Captainl  my  Captain,  our  fearful  trip  is  done. 

The  ship  has  weathered  every  rack,  the  prize  we  sought  is  won. 

The  port  is  near,  the  bells  I hear,  the  people  all  exulting, 

While  follow  eyes  the  steady  keel,  the  vessel  grim  and  daring; 

But  0 heart J heart]  heart] 

0 the  bleeding  drops  of  red, 

VJhere  on  the  deck  my  Captain  lies. 

Fallen  cold  and  dead. 

0 Captainl  my  Captain,  rise  up  and  hear  the  bells; 

Rise  up  - for  you  the  flag  is  flung  - for  you  the  bugle  trills. 

For  you  bouquets  and  ribboned  wreaths  - for  you  the  shores  a-crowding. 
For  you  they  call,  the  swaying  mass,  their  eager  faces  turning; 

Here,  Captain!  dear  father] 

This  arm  beneath  your  head] 

It  is  some  dream  that  on  the  deck 
You've  fallen  cold  and  dead. 

My  Captain  does  not  answer,  his  lips  are  pale  and  still. 

My  father  does  not  feel  my  arm,  he  has  no  pulse  nor  will. 

The  ship  is  anchored  safe  and  sound,  its  voyage  closed  and  done. 

From  fearful  trip  the  victor  ship  comes  in  with  object  won; 

Exult,  0 shores]  and  ring,  0 bells] 

But  I with  mournful  tread 

Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies. 

Fallen  cold  and  dead. 


by  - 

Walt  Whitman 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSTOE 


Through  the  eyes  of  the  radio  narrator  I watched  the  panorama  of 
Washington  on  Inauguration  Day*  Every  detail  was  brought  to  the  nation 
through  the  miracle  of  radio  and  television,  but  one  moment  stood  out  in 
sharp  relief  and  captured  my  imagination.  That  was  the  endless  moment 
of  waiting  for  a closed  door  to  open,  a closed  door  through  which  would 
be  ushered  a man  about  to  cross  the  threshold  of  a new  life,  of  great 
responsibilities,  of  great  achievements  and  possible  disappointments. 

Who  can  tell  what  the  next  four  years  will  hold  for  Mr,  Eisenhower,  and 
through  him  for  all  of  usl 

The  door  was  closed  during  the  trembling  minutes  of  anticipation,  brief 
moments  in  history,  and  the  whole  world  watched  in  a suspended  unit  of  time. 
Then  it  opened  and  the  colorful  drama  continued,  the  drama  of  democracy  in 
action  - our  chosen  leader  taking  the  oath  of  office] 

We  all  know  doors  - the  open  door,  the  closed  door,  and  that  hazard 
of  hazards  for  us  who  cannot  see  - the  half  open  door.  The  open  door  may 
show  us  welcome,  an  invitation  to  enter,  or  it  may  speak  of  a departure 
and  offer  the  loneliness  of  an  empty  room.  The  closed  door  may  mean  re- 
jection, or  it  may  imply  the  mysterious  unknown.  There  is  always  the 
possibility  of  some  pleasant  surprise  on  the  other  side  of  a closed  door, 
a new  adventure  or  fresh  fields  to  conquer, 

VJe  come  across  many  closed  doors  in  the  course  of  our  lives,  doors 
in  a spiritual  sense,  real  though  intangible,  which  mark  the  milestones 
of  experience.  These  are  the  doors  of  opportunity  which  we  are  free  to 
open  or  not  as  we  choose* 
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During  the  past  year,  Dwight  D-  Eisenhower  chose  to  open  just  such  a 
door  and  now  his  footsteps  will  sound  through  the  halls  of  the  White  House, 
joining  the  echoes  of  other  footsteps  gone  before.  These  are  the  steps 
of  lonely  men  pacing  back  and  forth,  back  and  forth,  facing  the  burden  of 
problems  of  national  and  international  import.  Through  triumphs  and  dis- 
asters, times  of  crisis  and  periods  of  serenity,  the  footsteps  have  sounded, 
telling  the  story  of  history  unfolding.  There  has  alvjays  been  an  under- 
current of  many  other  feet,  large  and  small,  coming  and  going  through  the 
doors  and  rooms  of  the  White  House,  but  these  only  play  an  accompaniment 
to  the  steady  tread  of  the  Chief,  a lone  figure  always  separated  from  the 
whirl  of  activity  around  him  by  the  very  dignity  of  his  office.  Just  so 
will  Mr,  Eisenhower  face  the  months  and  years  ahead,  with  the  same  courage 
and  determination  he  has  shov/n  before.  Our  new  President!  Some  of  us 
voted  for  him  - some  of  us  did  not.  But  in  the  hours  of  decision  which 
face  him  in  a war-threatened  world,  the  true  spirit  of  democracy  will  prove 
itself  once  again  and  as  loyal  Americans  we  shall  all  throw  the  weight  of 
our  strength  behind  him,  united  in  purpose  to  preserve  our  country  and  the 
freedom  it  represents  for  all  mankind* 


Annette  B*  Dinsmore 
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PERSONALLY  YOURS 


by 

Our  Roving  Reporter 

One  hot  summer  day  we  drove  to  a sleepy  little  town  in  Iowa  and  parked 
the  car  under  the  shade  of  a large  tree  so  that  it  would  be  possible  to  get 
back  into  it  without  being  blistered  alive.  We  crossed  the  lawn  to  a com- 
fortable, country  home  and  entered  its  inviting  coolness,  for  the  sun  did 
not  penetrate  its  shadowy  interior.  The  quiet  peace  of  that  house  refresh- 
ed us  after  a long  dusty  ride,  but  equally  refreshing  was  a young  girl, 
much  too  tiny  to  bear  the  pretentious,  though  lovely  name,  Margaret. 

Margaret  VJarren  barely  reached  our  shoulders  as  she  stood  to  greet  us  and 
her  hand  seemed  so  small  that  it  might  easily  be  crushed  in  a handclasp 
too  enthusiastic. 

There  was  no  weakness  in  the  touch  of  her  small  hand,  however,  for  it 
spoke  of  eager  delight  in  our  visit,  and  warm  friendliness.  Her  landlady, 
Mrs.  Buch,  welcomed  us,  too,  with  sincere  hospitality.  In  speaking  to 
Margaret  her  tone  revealed  pride,  love,  and  motherly  concern  for  the  young 
girl  who  has  been  in  her  charge  for  more  than  a year. 

As  Margaret  herself  states,  ’’There  is  nothing  special  about  me,  nothing 
outstanding  to  talk  about.” 

Only  a short  time  ago  life  was  much  more  difficult  for  Margaret.  Dur- 
ing her  last  years  of  high  school,  in  a state  school  for  blind  children, 
where  she  had  made  satisfactory  progress  before,  Margaret  found  herself 
cut  off  from  her  former  classmates  because  she  could  no  longer  hear  their 
chatter,  the  little  joke,  or  the  bit  of  gossip.  Even  necessary  exchange 
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of  thought  for  everyday  duties  was  lost  to  her.  She  was  bewildered^ 
puzzled,  and  \inutterably  lonely.  Therd  is  no  cruelty  equal  to  the  cruelty 
of  youngsters>  youngsters  who  seldom  intend  to  be  so,  but  who  are  so  com- 
pletely absorbed  with  themselves  that  thoughtfvilness  and  consideration  of 
others  are  characteristics  completely  foreign  to  them.  And  young  blind 
people  can  be  even  more  self-centered,  unable  to  imagine  a handicap  greater 
than  their  own.  Whether  or  not  it  is  fair  to  cast  the  blame  - Margaret 
was  lonely,  unhappy  and  frightened.  A hearing  aid  helped  her  a little, 
but  did  not  begin  to  solve  the  problem  because  she  could  only  hear  one 
person  at  a time,  sitting  very  close  for  direct  conversation. 

Then  fortune  smiled  on  Margaret  and  offered  her  the  shelter  of  Mrs. 

Buch’ s home  with  its  spacious  rooms,  sunshine,  flowers,  and  delicious  smells 
of  cooking  permeating  the  atmosphere.  This  is  no  ordinary  boarding  house, 
though  there  are  several  elderly  women  house  guests.  It  is  first  of  all  a 
home,  a home  which  is  richer  for  the  youthful  spirit  of  a girl  hungry  for 
everything  it  can  offer  - security,  attention,  love. 

Margaret  now  has  her  share  of  household  duties,  her  books  in  braille, 
a few  friends  in  the  nearby  town,  and  she  is  very  busy  studying  her  corre- 
spondence courses  which  will  enable  her  to  receive  her  high  school  diploma. 

She  says,  "Yes,  I am  still  lonely  sometimes  for  young  people  my  own 
age,  but  most  of  the  time  I am  too  busy  to  worry  about  that,  and  I feel 
part  of  the  family  here." 

One  thing,  says  Margaret  sincerely,  "it  is  wonderful  how  deaf-blind 
friends  have  written  to  me,  I love  their  letters  and  I have  lots  of  'letter- 
pals’  now,"  In  other  words,  she  has  entered  the  great  friendly  world  of 
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"deaf-blind  land"  and  has  only  begun  to  realize  what  friendships  are  open- 
ing up  for  her  here.  She  will  find  thoughtfulness  and  consideration  through 
her  deaf-blind  'letter-pals’. 

We  drove  off  into  a hot  summer  breeze,  happy  in  the  realization  that 
Margaret  could  and  would  face  the  years  ahead  with  courage  and  determination 
to  winl 
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WHAT  AND  WHERE  FROM  WASHINGTON 


by 

Lexie  Howard 

Because  I have  enjoyed  the  little  ’’This  and  That  from  Texas,”  the 
beloved  state  of  my  birth,  I just  wonder  whether  any  of  our  readers  would 
enjoy  a bit  of  ”VJhat  and  VJhere  from  VJashington”  (State),  where  I have 
lived  for  over  forty-five  years. 

Of  course,  Washington  is  not  nearly  as  large  as  Texas,  nor  as  DRYi 
Nor  are  its  good  people  as  boastful  of  its  virtues  as  are  those  of  Texas 
about  theirsl  But,  just  the  same,  Washington  is  a grand  little  statel 

It  is  one  of  the  younger  states  of  our  Union,  but  it  is  not  ’’wild  and 
woolly”  as  some  folks  seem  to  think,  although  we  do  still  have  round-ups, 
branding  bees  and  rodeos,  with  horse-racing  and  bucking-horse  contests,  it 
is  all  such  funl  However,  on  the  whole,  Washington  is  very  modernistic. 

Clarkston  is  located  in  the  southeastern  corner  of  the  state,  just 
across  the  mighty  Snake  River  from  its  twin,  Lewiston,  Idaho.  The  two 
cities  are  connected  by  the  large  inter-state  drawbridge.  Perhaps  most 
of  you  will  recall  that  when  Lewis  and  Clark  were  exploring  the  Northwest 
Territory,  one  camped  on  one  side  of  Snake  River  and  the  other  on  the 
opposite  bank,  hence  the  names.  Lewiston  is  more  metropolitan  than  its 
twin. 

The  great  Potlatch  Forests  Lumber  Mill  is  located  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  city  on  the  Clean^ater  River,  which  is  a tributary  of  Snake  River. 
This  lumber  mill  is  said  to  be  the  largest  mill  of  its  kind  in  the  whole 
world.  This  industry  gives  employment  to  hundreds  of  men  in  the  surround- 
ing country,  and  runs  twenty-fo\ir  hours  a day. 
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Many  people  who  live  in  Clarkston  commute  five  days  a week  to  work  in 
the  mill* 

But  getting  back  to  the  discussion  of  Washington,  I shall  devote  these 
remarks  to  the  eastern  part  of  the  State. 

In  this  region  there  are  many  large  and  thriving  industries,  but  the 
chief  one  is  diversified  farming,  of  which  grain- growing  is  the  most  im- 
portant. The  famous  Palouse  VJheat  Belt  lies  within  this  region. 

Nearly  all  of  the  farmers  on  large  and  small  farms  have  tractors  with 
which  to  cultivate  and  harvest  their  crops.  All  this  grain  is  harvested 
with  combines  drawn  by  tractors  and  manned  by  two  or  three  men. 

Few  farmers  sack  their  grain  any  more,  except  for  the  small  amount 
which  is  kept  for  feed  and  seed.  The  rest  is  stored  in  bulk  in  elevators 
or  warehouses.  For  the  past  few  years,  Washington  has  had  bumper  crops 
and  there  has  not  been  ample  storage  space  so  that  the  grain  has  been  piled 
in  great  heaps  outdoors  without  protection  - great  peaks  of  this  golden 
grain.  For  this  reason,  many  farmers  have  constructed  their  own  storage 
facilities. 

Some  years  ago,  when  I was  a farmer’ s wife,  the  combines  were  drawn 
by  horses  and  mules.  These  teams  ranged  in  number  anywhere  from  twenty- 
eight  to  thirty-six  animals  and  were  driven  by  one  man  with  four  lines. 

Most  of  the  land  is  hilly  or  sloping.  For  tourists  to  see  these  machines 
in  operation,  ascending  and  descending  the  slopes,  was  a distinct  thrill 
and  really  amazing. 

The  great  Grand  Coulee  Dam  and  the  McNary  Dam  on  the  Columbia  River 
are  east  of  the  Cascade  Mountains  and  furnish  power,  as  well  as  water  for 
irrigation,  turning  waste  land  into  productive  farms  and  orchards,  thereby 
affording  homes  and  employment  to  many  folks  in  the  surrounding  territory. 
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If  you  have  ever  eaten  an  apple  from  Wenatche,  Washington,  you  know 
what  a real  Delicious  apple  is«  Those  of  you  who  have  experienced  the  joy 
of  eating  aplets,  have  feasted  on  a confection  that  would  truly  tempt  the 
gods  I 

Stock-raising  is  also  an  important  industry  in  this  section.  Cattle 
(beef  and  dairy),  sheep  and  hogs  are  raised  in  large  numbers.  There  are 
large  dairy  farms  where  only  the  pure-bred  milking  strain  is  kept.  In  many 
instances  twenty  to  fifty  cows  are  milked  twice  daily  by  milking  machines. 
The  whole  milk  is  cooled  and  conveyed  to  the  nearest  creamery,  where  it  is 
converted  into  cream,  butter,  cottage  cheese  and  ice  cream. 

A few  years  ago  most  every  farmer  kept  a half  dozen  or  so  good  milch 
cows  in  order  to  have  their  own  products  for  home  consumption.  A cream 
separator  was  a "must".  The  skimmed  milk  was  used  to  nourish  the  calves 
and  to  fatten  the  swine,  and  the  surplus  cream  was  sold  to  the  creamery. 

Thus  the  farmer  always  had  a bit  of  "jack"  jingling  in  his  "jeans". 

Those  days  are  gone  forever,  due  to  the  high  prices  of  feed  and  labor, 
and  now  farmers  buy  their  butter  or  butter  substitute. 

Enough  for  this  time,  but  if  you  care  for  another  "What  and  T'Jhere 
from  Washington*'  give  me  the  "nod"l 
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AUTO  BIOGRAPHY 
by 

Everett  L.  KcCaulley,  Ltd. 

’’Lizzie”  was  our  1916  Ford  runabout.  She  was  quiet,  even  though  she 
had  a brass  band  in  front,  but  she  could  roar,  tool  She  had  fifteen  mil- 
lion sisters,  and  characteristics  like  any  gal.  She  could  purr  like  a 
kitten,  but  when  she  kicked  you  thought  it  was  the  rear  quarters  of  three 
Missouri  mules  hitting  you  at  once.  She  was  often  temperamental,  especial- 
ly in  winter  and  frequently  had  to  have  her  rear  end  jacked  up  before  she 
would  consent  to  go.  "Lizzie”  often  went  with  shabby  shoes,  without  a 
belt,  and  her  glasses  sometimes  cracked,  one-eyed,  and  more  often  blind. 

She  could  shimmy  and  dance  a little.  She  was  very  loose  and  fast,  missing 
at  times,  but  generally  got  home  somehow.  She  made  many  rich,  and  maybe  a 
few  poor.  She  was  a queen  and  goddess  to  some,  a beast  of  burden  to  others, 
but  always  a "sloppy  jalopy". 

Although  her  body  was  sometimes  broken,  scarred  and  crushed,  she 
managed  to  retain  the  "tin  you  love  to  touch".  For  almost  all  of  her  life 
she  wore  the  same  black  dress*  She  was  pushed  and  jerked,  driven  into 
lakes  and  rivers,  even  over  mountains.  She  has  sent  scores  to  Heaven, 
and  maybe  a few  to  Hadesl  But  when  she  passed  on,  she  looked  very,  very 
well.  There  will  never  be  another  "Model  T",  So  much  for"Lizzie’s" 
auto  . , . biography] 

Snowstorms  in  New  York,  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvania  and  Delaware  today 
are  small  time  compared  to  those  of  our  youth.  The  week  before  Christmas 
1917,  there  was  a heavy  fall  of  snow  in  these  states.  "Lizzie"  and  I were 
visiting  in  Wilmington,  Delaware,  when  we  decided  to  return  to  our  home  in 
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Oyster  Bay,  Long  Island.  It  was  four-thirty  in  the  morning  and  cold  and 
dark.  We  filled  "Lizzie’s"  radiator  with  hot  water  and  because  she  was 
anxious  to  go  home,  she  started  readily.  But  we  only  drove  a little  be- 
yond the  outskirts  of  Wilmington  when  "Lizzie"  began  to  have  chills  and 
fever.  We  had  left  too  much  of  her  radiator  exposed  and  she  was  sobbing 
bitterly,  so  unhappy  because  she  was  frozen.  We  stopped  at  a farmhouse 
and  the  farmer  was  kind  and  helpful*  having  known  trouble  himself.  Mr. 
farmer  made  a fire  in  the  kitchen  stove  and  before  long  we  had  a pail  of 
hot  water.  We  offered  the  farmer  fifty  cents,  but  he  refused,  almost  as 
if  offended.  He  had  been  so  helpfxil  and  although  I only  had  two  dollars 
left,  after  buying  Christmas  presents  in  Wilmington,  I was  not  happy 
about  his  refusal. 

At  that  time  there  were  no  free  road  maps  available  and  places  to 
buy  gas  were  few  and  far  apart.  There  were,  however,  two  means  by  which 
a driver  could  find  directions.  One  was  the  automobile  "Blue  Book"  which 
cost  five  dollars,  if  you  had  the  five,  and  the  other  was  to  locate  a 
sign  painted  on  telegraph  poles.  This  sign  was  a band  of  red  paint  about 
four  inches  in  width,  then  one  of  white  about  twelve  inches  in  width,  and 
finally  one  of  blue,  approximately  the  same  width  as  the  red,  with  a large 
blue  "L"  painted  on  the  white  band.  This  sign  was  the  marker  for  the 
Lincoln  Highway,  By  means  of  this  sign  we  got  to  Chester,  Pennsylvania, 
and  then  on  to  Philadelphia. 

We  had  Just  started  on  what  is  now  known  as  Roosevelt  Boulevard,  when 
a big  Mack  truck  passed  us.  We  didn’t  know  it  then,  but  what  a blessing 
that  truck  t\irned  out  to  bei  It  was  still  cold  and  the  snow  very  deep. 

We  managed  to  get  into  the  truck’s  tracks  and  stayed  there  until  we  reached 
Trenton,  New  Jersey,  where  the  truck  turned  off.  We  saw  a car  coming 
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toward  us  so  that  we  had  to  share  the  truck’s  tracks,  and  promptly  got 
stuck  because  "Lizzie”  had  no  chains*  Fortunately,  we  were  in  front  of 
a house  which  had  a picket  fence  and  from  its  appearance  we  knew  that 
fence  had  been  ’’kissed”  by  one  or  more  cars  previously.  A lady  came  out 
on  the  porch  and  seeing  our  difficulty,  told  us  to  take  as  much  of  the 
fence  as  necessary  to  ’’dig”  ourselves  out. 

After  we  got  ’’Lizzie”  back  in  the  tracks,  we  drove  for  a short  dis- 
tance and  then  stopped  at  a General  Store.  The  aged  and  genial  proprietor 
said  ”Gas?”  We  raised  the  cushion,  removed  the  tank  cap,  put  in  a measur- 
ing stick,  and  said,  ’’Five,  please”.  In  a few  seconds  he  was  back  with  a 
five  gallon  can  and  a large  funnel  with  a chamois  attached  to  it.  After 
putting  the  gas  in,  he  said,  "Fifty  cents,  please,”  and  smiled. 

Soon  we  were  on  our  way  to  Jersey  City,  New  Jersey,  The  sun  was 
shining,  but  it  was  still  cold,  V/e  had  the  windshield  folded,  the  top 
down  - to  have  had  them  up  would  have  been  considered  "sissy  stuff”. 

The  air  was  wonderful  and  we  were  approaching  the  ferry  to  New  York  City, 
and  that  cost  us  one  dollar, 

”It  won’t  be  long  now,”  wo  said,  as  we  left  the  Isle  of  Manhattan  by 
way  of  the  Queensborough  (59th  Street)  Bridge,  to  Oyster  Bay  and  home  with 
all  of  fifty  centsl 

As  I look  back  on  that  trip,  I realize  that  "Lizzie”  was  as  good  a 
lassie  as  any  I could  have  had  by  my  side. 
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THE  VOICE  OF  BROADWAY 


RICHES  AND  GAIETY  HLL  WASHINGTON 
by 

Dorothy  Kilgallen 

(Reprinted,  by  permission,  from  the 
New  York  journal  American 
January  20,  1953 •) 

Jottings  in  Pencil  - FROM  WASHINGTON  ON  INAUGURAL  DAYt 

Opulence,  gaiety  and  celebrities  are  the  pattern  here. . .Bellhops 
charge  through  hotel  lobbies  laden  with  cellophane  boxes  of  orchids... 
Ladies  glitter  even  in  the  daytime. . .It ’ s mild  enough  to  wear  just  a mink 
stole,  and  that's  what  plenty  of  them  are  doing. ..The  American  Airlines 
flagship  St.  Louis,  which  brought  me  here,  contained  beautiful  Barbara 
Warner,  debutante  daughier  of  the  Hollywood  tycoon,  Ben  Grauer,  the  tele- 
vision announcer,  and  MCA* s Jules  Stein  with  befurred,  bejewelled  wife. 

Did  I say  opulence?  From  time  to  time  during  the  flight,  Stein 
whipped  out  a notebook  with  a lU-karat  gold  cover,  his  signature  engraved 
on  the  top  flag,  and  made  a little  note  with  a lU-karat  gold  pencil.  ’’The 
dullest  pencil,”  quoth  Jules  with  a sagacity  appropriate  to  a man  about  to 
witness  a historic  event,  ”is  more  reliable  than  the  sharpest  memory.” 

WASHINGTON  HOSPITALITY  is  something  to  conjure  with.  As  I descended 
the  plane’s  silver  stairway  a smiling  young  man  in  a gray  suit  made  a deep 
bow  and  said,  "Welcome  to  Washington,  Miss  Kilgallen.  Hope  you  enjoy  your 
stay”... This  was  enough  to  endear  the  capital  to  me  for  scane  time  (it  never 
happens  in  Grand  Central  Station)  but  the  follow-up  was  even  more  delight- 
ful. 
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A uniformed  chauffeur  stepped  up,  saluted  smartly,  took  my  briefcase 
out  of  my  right  hand  and  my  makeup  box  out  of  my  left,  and  said:  ’’Right 
this  way.  Miss  Kilgallen,  let  me  have  your  baggage  checks  and  I’ll  see  to 
everything.  Lovely  day,  isn’t  it,  never  miss  you  on  television  and  where 
are  you  stopping?”  He  led  me  to  a deep  blue  Packard  limousine,  19$3  model, 
with  inauguration  license  plates  bearing  pictures  of  Ike  and  Dick,  and  in 
a twinkling  we  were  skimming  past  Washington  Monument,  the  Capitol,  the 
Jefferson  Memorial,  and  all  the  other  landmarks  that  look  just  like 
souvenir  paperweights. 

INASMUCH  AS  NOBODY  in  Washington  knew  I was  coming  I was  more  puzzled 
by  the  materialization  of  the  limousine  and  the  chauffeur  than  Cinderella 
was  when  the  pumpkin  coach  showed  up... I figured  it  could  be  a kidnaping, 
but  if  so  it  was  a plenty  snappy  kidnaping  and  I was  going  along  with  it 
until  things  got  rough. 

Or  it  could  be  the  FBI  wanted  to  press  me  into  service,  and  this  was 
their  slick  way  of  getting  me  to  come  along  quietly  to  Hoover’s  office... 

So  I leaned  back  and  enjoyed  the  view.  Any  time  life  gets  suspenseful  like 
a Hitchcock  movie,  I’m  with  life. 

LITTLE  CHIMES  RANG  IN  MY  HEAD 

I AM,  HOWEVER,  the  terribly  inquisitive  type,  so  there  came  the  mo- 
ment - we  were  now  in  the  heart  of  Washington  - when  I couldn’t  help  my- 
self. I had  to  ask  it...”Whose  car  is  this?”  I said,  ’’and  who  are  you?” 

...He  gave  the  steering  wheel  a flip  little  twirl.  ”I’m  Mac,”  he  said. 

’’The  car  belongs  to  Mrs.  Ivy  Baker  Priest,  and  right  now  we’re  passing 
the  Treasury  building. ..there’ s her  office.” 

Little  chimes  rang  in  my  head. ..Ivy  Baker  Priest  is  the  new  treasurer 
of  the  United  States,  the  lady  whose  signature  will  grace  all  future  bills... 
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I didn’t  press  my  luck.  I never  met  Ivy  and  there’s  no  reason  why  I 
should  be  riding  around  in  her  beautiful  blue  limousine  in  the  beautiful 
gold  Washington  siinshine,  but  there  I was,  enjoying  every  minute  of  it, 
so  I kept  quiet  until  we  slid  up  to  the  curb  in  front  of  my  hotel., .As  I 
said,  I never  met  Ivy,  but  I like  her  already,  and  from  now  on  I*m  going 
to  do  my  best  to  accumulate  some  of  her  product, 

THERE  IS  CONSIDERABLE  dispute  among  the  news  correspondents  down  here 
as  to  the  actual  number  of  credentials  it  is  possible  to  amass  if  you  have 
sufficient  influence  and  want  to  cover  everything.  There  are  cards,  tags, 
invitations  and  buttons. 

There  are  white  cards  with  green  squares,  red  cards  with  white  trim, 
square  tags,  round  buttons,  engraved  invitations  that  ivill  get  you  in  to 
something  and  engraved  invitations  that  are  merely  impressive  souvenirs  of 
a historic  event  you  would  never  get  near  unless  you  had  a button,  card  or 
tag. 

The  most  conservative  estimate  is  forty-eight  possible  credentials. 
Reporters  and  photographers  slightly  maddened  by  a variety  of  frustrations 
will  bet  you  there  are  sixty- two, 

DID  I SLY  CINDERELU? 

Well,  there  are  all  the  elements  of  the  tale  doxm  here,  including  the 
prince.  I am  sitting  over  a hot  typewriter  in  the  Times-Herald  office, 
trying  to  think  of  a lead,  when  somebody  says,  ’'This  is  Mr,  Madigan"  and 
a tall  strawberry-blond  Irish  type  says,  ’’Have  you  a date  for  the  inaugural 
ball?  You  don’t  want  to  go  by  yourself,  do  you?" 

Well,  of  course  I didn’t,  so  there  we  were,  and  that’s  what  I meant 
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about  VJashington  these  days. . oLimousines  out  of  nowhere,  and  fellows  out  of 
nowhere,  and  I tell, you, o oThe  New  Deal  was  never  like  this. 

oOo 

EDITOR’S  NOTE?  Every  rri.orr.ing,  when  we  are  here  in  New  York,  ’'Betsie"  and  I 
listen  to  '-Dorothy  and  Dick-'  on  the  radio,  just  before  we  leave  for  the 
office.  Dorothy  (Kilgallen)  and  her  husband  Dick  (Kollmer)  broadcast  from 
their  breakfast  table,  ahatting  together  about  this  and  that  around  ''Little 
Old  New  York".  Some  of  their  chatter  is  delightful  nonsense,  reflecting 
a happy  domestic  scene,  and  some  gives  first-hand  pictures  of  doings  in  the 
"Big  Town".  Dorothy  writes  a daily  column  and  we  thought  you  would  enjoy 
the  picture  of  her  trip  to  Washington,  a picture  which  will  give  you  a side- 
light on  an  historic  event  which  may  not  reach  you  through  regular  braille 
current  events  magazines.  Here  is  Washington  from  a woman’s  point  of  view 
and  we  hope  you  like  it  as  much  as  we  did. 
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POSMRKED  - CALIFORNIA 


Dear  Miss  Dinsmore: 

Every  time  I get  a letter  or  note  from  you-all,  I think  of  a canary 
bird's  golden  song  and  feel  extra  happy.  Thank  you  for  taking  time  to 
write,  for  I know  how  fearfully  busy  you  are  and  how  so  many  letters 
demand  a reply  "at  once",  so  I truly  appreciate  those  letters  from  you. 

My  only  brother  is  now  at  Camp  Kilmer,  New  Jersey,  and  leaves  this 
week  for  Newfoundland.  He  has  been,  since  his  enlistment  in  the  Air  Force 
in  February  19U2,  to  most  every  place  on  the  globe  - Canada,  Old  Mexico, 
Hawaii,  the  South  Pacific,  Australia,  New  Zealand,  the  Phillipines,  Japan, 
Germany,  England,  Switzerland,  Austria,  Luxemburg,  and  now  headed  for  the 
"North  Pole".  Most  of  his  travelling  has  been  by  air  and  he  has  the  most 
wonderful  collection  of  pictures  that  he  has  taken  himself,  usually  from 
planes.  He  called  Mom  last  week  and  said  he  brought  in  the  New  Year  see- 
ing "on  foot"  Times  Square,  and  his  feet  hurtj  He  said  after  spending 
Christmas  in  Orlando,  Florida,  (he  drove  there  from  San  Antonio,  Texas, 
early  in  December)  that  it  was  some  climate  change  from  palmy  days  to 
deep  freeze  sunbeams  - and  had  a cold  to  prove  it, too  - but  was  having  a 
wonderful  timel 

It  has  been  awfully  wet  here  in  Cslifornia,  and  the  days  are  WARM 
with  more  rain  due,  but  the  nights  are  cold  and  so  foggy,  it  is  awful. 

Some  bulbs  are  in  bloom,  violets,  too,  and  the  lilacs  are  leafing  out  and 
grass  is  "threatening"  to  get  really  green  again,  and  the  silly  roses  are 
out  full  blast!  Signs  point  to  an  early  spring  here,  and  I have  spring 
fever! 
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We  have  a new  dog,  that  is,  we  got  him  in  November,  He’s  part  C/erman 
police  and  part  matt,  but  looks  like  the  former  and  is  already  BIG  and 
still  has  ’’Growing  SINS"  and  his  name  is  Fritz,  He  loves  anything  to  eat, 
gets  lettuce  or  apple  peelings,  takes  them  to  old  sourpuss  Lollypops  and 
trys  to  make  him  eat,  as  if  to  say,  "Here  Old  Socks,  YOU  eat  this,  good 
for  your  ailments!"  But  usually  Old  Socks  has  other  notions  and  gets  up 
and  goes  away  to  pout. 

Well,  this  is  enough  for  now,  so  will  leave  you~all  to  rest  up  for 
the  next  bout. 

Happy  days  to  all  of  you  and  don’t  get  lost  in  a snow  drift,  and  I 
hope  spring  doesn't  get  lost,  either! 

Yours  as  always. 

Just  Lillie  (Lillian  Sabinske) 
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BETSIE  BARKS 


Hello,  hovT  are  you?  I am  confused. 

Everyone  has  been  talking  about  homburgs.  I thought  they  said  hamburg 
and  I like  that.  Hamburg  is  wonderful  to  eat.  But  you  can't  eat  homburgs. 
My  boss  told  me  all  about  it  and  would  you  believe  it  - a homburg  is  a hatj 
My  boss  said  that  Ike  bought  a homburg  to  wear  in  V/ashington  because 
he  doesn't  like  a high  silk  hat.  Perhaps  he  is  fussy  and  maybe  a homburg 
is  more  becoming.  Anyhow  all  the  men  heard  about  the  homburg  Ike  was  go- 
ing to  wear  and  they  rushed  around  to  try  to  buy  them,  too.  My  boss  says 
that  men  like  to  be  in  style  just  as  much  as  xjomen  do,  and  they  paid  a lot 
of  money  for  the  homburgs.  It  must  have  been  Important  to  wear  one  and  I 
wonder  what  they  did  with  their  old  high  hats.  Perhaps  they  are  using  them 
for  scrapbaskets* 

My  boss  is  very  fussy  about  her  hats,  too,  but  she  doesn't  wear  a 
homburg.  Only  two  or  three  friends  can  help  her  pick  out  a hat  because  she 
doesn't  trust  too  many  to  pick  one  that  looks  best.  It  takes  hours  and 
hours  for  her  to  buy  a hat  and  I get  very  tired. 

Do  you  wear  hats?  I am  very  glad  I don't  need  to  wear  a hat.  My  rain- 
coat is  nice,  and  my  boots,  too,  when  there  is  rock  salt  on  the  streets, 
but  that  is  enough.  I think  they  are  in  style,  but  it  doesn't  matter. 

People  spend  too  much  money  on  hats  anyhow, 

I like  hamburg  best,  don't  you? 

Good  bye  and  thank  you. 

Bet si e Dinsmore 
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HEARD  ON  THE  RADIO 


Kan's  Best  Friend 

I Pat  and  Mike  were  walking  along  the  moiintain  path  in  Switzerland,  when 


F 


they  saw  a St.  Bernard  dog  approaching,  with  the  customary  container  of 
whisky^ dangling  from  his  neck. 

Pat:  "Begorra,  Mike,  here  comes  man's  best  friendi'! 

Mike:  Yea,  Pat,  and  this  one  has  a dog  with  iti" 


New  Way! 

The  butler  was  serving  soup  at  a dinner  given  by  an  extremely  wealthy 
family.  One  of  the  lady  guests  was  very  hard-of-hearing,"  When  the  butler 
spoke  to  her,  she  lifted  her  ear-hom  to  her  ear.  Being  very  near-sighted, 
he  mistook  it  for  her  soup  bowl  — in  went  the  soupl 


■i 


Say  It  Isn't  Sol 

A young  bride  and  groom,  who  new  the  manual  for  the  deaf,  decided  to 
use  it  during  their  honeymoon,  so  nobody  would  overhear  them.  At  the  depot 
a couple  of  women  were  watching  them  talk  the  "silent  way", 

"I'm  sorry  thej-  are  deaf,  but  I'm  dreadfully  sorry  for  him,  she's  so 
homely i"  exclaim 3d  one  of  the  women. 

"I  ain'tl"  snarled  the  bride. 


For  a Good  Cause 


An  humble  merchant  wanted  to  buy  a blind  for  the  big  show  window  in  his 


shop,  but  couldn’t  afford  it.  He  decided  to  seek  aid  from  his  customers. 


He  placed  an  empty  milk  bottle  on  the  coimter.  By  evening  it  was  full!  of^ 


coinsi  Next  day  he  had  his  new  window  shade  - all  because  the  bottle  had 


been  labelled  - "For  the  Blind." 


it 
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THE  EARTHLY  HOUSE 


You  tell  me  I am  getting  old,  but  that's  not  really  so, 

The  house  I live  in  may  be  worn  and  that  of  course  I know. 

It's  been  in  use  a good  long  while  and  weathered  many  a gale, 

I'm  therefore  not  surprised  to  find  it's  getting  somewhat  frail. 

You  tell  me  I am  getting  old  - you  mix  my  house  with  me, 

You're  looking  at  the  outside,  that's  all  that  most  folks  see. 

The  dweller  in  the  little  house  is  young  and  bright  and  gay, 

Just  starting  on  a life  that  lasts  through  long,  eternal  day. 

The  color  changing  of  the  roof,  the  windows  looking  dim. 

The  walls  a bit  transparent  and  getting  rather  thin. 

The  foundation's  not  so  steady  as  once  it  used  to  be. 

And  that  is  all  that  you  observe,  but  it's  not  really  me, 

I patch  the  old  house  up  a bit  to  make  it  last  the  night. 

But  soon  I shall  be  flitting  to  my  home  of  endless  life, 

I'm  going  to  live  forever  there,  my  life  goes  on,  it's  grandj 
How  can  you  say  I'm  getting  old?  You  do  not  understand. 

These  few  short  years  can't  make  me  old,  I feel  I'm  in  my  youth. 
Eternity  lies  just  ahead,  full  life  and  joy  and  truth. 

We  vrill  not  fret  to  see  this  house  grow  shabby  day  by  day. 

But  look  ahead  to  our  new  Home  which  never  will  decay, 

I want  to  be  made  fit  to  swell  in  that  blest  House  above. 

Cleansed  in  the  precious  Blood  of  Christ  and  growing  still  in  love. 

The  beauty  of  that  glorious  Home,  no  words  can  ever  say, 

'Tis  hidden  from  these  mortal  eyes,  but  kept  for  some  day. 

My  house  is  getting  ready  in  the  Land  beyond  the  sky. 

It's  Architect  and  Builder  is  my  Savioior  now  on  high; 

But  I rather  think  He's  leaving  the  finishing  to  me. 

So  it's  "treasure  up  in  Heaven"  I must  store  each  day  you  see. 


— Beth  Coombe  Harris 


Editor's  note: 

This  delightful  poem  was  sent  to  us 
by  our  friend,  Miss  Mary  Bond  Smith, 
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MESSAGE  FROM  ANNETTE  DINSMDRE 


"Putting  your  house  in  order"  is  ^n  activity  which  gives  you  great 
satisfaction  at  any  time,  but  it  is  especially  so  when  it  is  experienced 
just  before  the  start  of  a new  year* 

During  the  few  days  following  Christmas  I helped  reorganize  the 
family  attic,  which  had  reached  the  familiar  state  of  confusion  too  well 
' known  to  most  of  us.  We  found  hidden  treasures  long  since  forgotten, 
such  as  an  English  collapsible  top  hat,  bought  in  London  in  the  1880* s, 
a French  cane  which  pulls  apart  to  reveal  a sharp  three-edged  sword, 
dating  back  to  the  1700 's,  and  a complete  Indian  war  chief’s  costume, 
bright  with  beads  and  feathers  - a bit  dusty  and  ruffled  - but  intact. 

Long  lost  articles  came  to  light  such  as  ice  skates,  pieces  of  jewelry, 
and  even  a lovely  set  of  grandmother’s  wedding  china, 

A small  wooden  cradle  brought  back  memories  of  the  dolls  and  kit- 
tens that  had  been  rocked  to  sleep  in  it  by  my  sister  and  me,  by  our 
mother  years  before,  and  by  her  mother  many  years  ago.  There  was  a tiny 
pillow  at  the  head  and  a small  patchwork  quilt  folded  neatly  inside. 

There  were  many  other  toys,  old  and  new  "comparatively",  telling 
the  story  of  Christmases  gone  by.  Books,  papers,  linens,  blankets, 
sports  equipment,  musical  instruments,  sewing,  craft  materials,  and 
miscellaneous  tools,  all  were  sorted,  packed  or  wrapped,  and  carefully 
labeled  after  hours  of  work. 

Needless  to  say  the  rubbi^  pile  was  well  filled  when  we  closed 
the  attic  door,  but  we  all  felt  this  enterprise  was  a wonderful  New  Year's 
present  for  the  whole  family* 
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It  is  interesting  to  realize  how  things,  just  things,  can  call  up 
old  associations,  associations  which  have  much  greater  meaning  than  the 
articles  themselves.  We  sometimes  place  too  much  value  on  the  physical 
object  which,  if  lost,  is  no  tragedy.  But  to  lose  the  spiritual  value, 
the  memory  itself  is  the  real  tragedy.  Every  detail  of  the  picture  must 
be  cherished,  sorrows  as  well  as  joys,  so  that  the  whole  pattern  of  our 
life  is  complete,  a pattern  which  has  been  designed  for  each  of  us,  but 
the  beauty  of  which  we  can  know  only  when  the  plan  reaches  fulfillment. 

Have  you  ever  thought  that  sometimes  your  mind  reaches  a state  of 
confusion  equal  to  a disorganized  attic?  There  comes  a time  when  we 
need  to  take  out  our  thoughts,  dust  them  off  and  put  them  back  into 
proper  pigeonholes  with  appropriate  labels  for  future  reference.  The 
relative  value  of  ideas  should  be  classified  so  that  we  can  keep  a men- 
tal balance,  without  which  everything  we  try  to  do  gets  out  of  focus. 
Clear  thinking  gives  us  a practical  tool  for  making  decisions  and 
meeting  the  unexpected  problems  that  crop  up  in  our  daily  lives.  After 
all  it  is  a new  year  and  we  can  each  do  a bit  of  mental  housecleaning. 
Who  knows  what  treasures  we  may  find  - and  what  rubbishj ’ In  any  case, 
nothing  could  give  us  a better  start  in  1953  than  ’’putting  our  house 
in  order”. 

Happy  New  Year. 


Annette  B.  Dinsmore 
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PERSONALLY  YOURS 


by 

Our  Roving  Reporter 

Four  times  a year  the  ’’Voice  of  the  Deaf-Blind"  sounds  in  a maga- 
zine writteh  for  and  by  deaf-blind  people,  "Good  Cheer".  The  voice  is 
actually  that  of  the  Director  of  the  American  League  for  the  Deaf-Blind, 

W.  Raymond  Logan,  familiarly  known  as  "Ray". 

Perhaps  more  than  any  one  person,  Ray  keeps  his  finger  on  the  pulse 
of  "deaf-blind  land".  Deaf-blind  himself  since  his  late  forties,  he  knows 
them  all  in  this  "land"  and  offers  a helping  hand  whenever  opportunity 
and  funds  permit.  He  knows  their  joys,  their  sorrows,  their  problems 
and  their  needs.  He  guards  their  secrets  well,  but  at  the  same  time  is 
the  first  to  speak  out  to  champion  their  cause.  As  he  writes,  request- 
ing help  for  a deaf-blind  friend,  he  says,  "You  will  think  me  a pro- 
fessional beggar,  and  so  I am,  but  not  for  myself".  His  every  thought 
seems  to  be  for  others  and  we  could  get  only  a vague  picture  of  Ray, 
the  man,  through  his  letters  until  we  were  privileged  to  meet  him  in 
person. 

In  a small  house  at  the  back  of  a lot  in  a suburban  Ohio  town,  Ray 
carries  on  his  work  with  an  energy  that  many  of  us  could  envy.  We  knocked 
at  the  door  one  day,  wondering  a bit  if  unexpected  visitors  would  be  wel- 
comed by  the  landlady,  since  experience  had  taught  us  that  this  is  not 
always  the  case.  The  lady  of  the  house,  Bernie,  seemed  astonished  when 
we  apologized  for  coming  without  an  appointment  and  explained  that  she 
and  her  whole  family  are  so  proud  of  Ray  that  nothing  is  trouble  for 
them  where  he  is  concerned,  the  more  visitors  for  him  the  greater  the 
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satisfaction  for  theml  Bernie  said,  "I  wish  the  whole  world  could  know 
what  a remarkable  man  Ray  is,”  and  the  pride  in  her  voice  gave  us  a thrill 
as  well  as  a stab  in  the  heart  for  those  unfortunates  whose  families  or 
landladies  show  a negative  attitude. 

Inside  the  house  it  was  soon  obvious  that  much  of  the  activities 
in  the  household  revolve  around  Ray.  In  the  center  of  the  living  room 
Ray  had  all  his  equipment,  books,  papers,  typewriter,  braillewriter, 
et  cetera,  with  no  need  to  cramp  all  of  his  things  into  one,  possibly 
small  bedroom. 

Ray,  himself,  unassuming  and  modest,  greeted  us  with  cordial  sin- 
cerity that  gave  us  a clue  to  his  secret  for  making  friends. 

We  talked  of  many  things  - the  history  of  the  American  League  for 
the  Deaf-Blind,  and  personalities  gone  before  - the  various  difficulties 
that  are  encountered  typically  by  deaf-blind  people  - small  needs  - large 
needs  - and  dreams  for  future  service.  We  built  a number  of  air  castles, 
some  pf  which  may  come  true  one  day,  and  others  which  may  fall  by  the 
wayside  as  totally  impractical. 

For  himself,  Ray’s  expressed  needs  were  conspicuous  by  their  ab- 
sencd.  He  said,  "I  have  always  tried  to  get  along  without  bothering 
people,  and  find  it  pays  big  dividends”. 

We  felt  that  here  was  a man  whose  interests  reached  out  far  beyond 
the  immediate  sphere  of  his  physical  surroundings  - a trait  that  is  in- 
creasingly characteristic  of  all  those  who  live  in  ”deaf -blind  land”. 
Through  the  magazine,  letters,  and  just  personal  contacts,  may  the  ’’Voice” 
keep  sounding  for  many  years  to  come  and  may  the  influence  of  Ray,  him- 
self, continue  to  spark  the  cause  across  the  landi 
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EDITORIAL 


fReprinted,  with  the  kind  permission  of  the  author,  from  the  December  l5th 

A.F.B,  en?>loyees’  magazine,)' 

During  the  next  few  days  Foundation  offices  will  resound  with  the  oft- 
heard  greeting  which  has  become  a part  of  American  habit  — "HAPPY  NEW  YEAR". 

Perhaps  it  is  true  that  this  friendly  salutation  is  only  a habit,  an 
annual  bit  of  convention  which  we  are  reminded  to  say  when  we  hear  others 
say  it.  As  we  think  back,  however,  to  the  holiday  seasons  of  the  past  and 
conjure  up  in  our  memory  the  sound  of  that  greeting,  it  occurs  to  us  that 
it  really  is  more  than  a habit.  In  our  way,  we  human  beings  find  little 
time  from  day  to  day  to  wish  for  each  other  contentment,  prosperity  and  good 
health.  We  do  so  unconsciously  by  the  hand  shake,  the  "good  morning"  and 
"have  a nice  weekend".  But  at  this  time  of  the  year,  even  the  busiest  of 
us  and  the  most  preoccupied  of  us  find  within  ourselves  an  inspiration  to 
put  more  than  conventional  greetings  into  our  cheery  "HAPPY  NEW  YEAR",  We 
think  it  simply  means  that  in  the  long  run  each  of  us  finds  our  own  content- 
ment and  our  own  happy  new  year  in  hoping  for  and  helping  toward  the  other 
fellow's  happy  new  year. 

True  happiness  comes  from  within,  and  must  be  based  upon  our  own  faith 
and  our  own  understanding  of  life.  We  would  like  to  say  that  the  Foundation 
will  make  all  of  its  employees  happy  in  the  new  year  and,  to  that  end,  we 
will  at  least  strive.  But  in  extending  to  you  our  most  sincere  wish  for  a 
HAPPY  NEl/\i  YEAR,  we  cannot  help  but  think  that  in  reality  it  is  you  who  will 
make  it  happy  for  all  of  us. 

M.  Robert  Barnett 
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THE  HAPPy  TRAVELER 

by  Genevieve  L.  Goss 

At  last  the  long  looked  for  day  arrived,  November  sixth*  It  was 
cloudy  and  windy  and  trying  to  rain  as  I boarded  the  plane,  a big  Trans 
b'orld  Airliner  which  was  flying  non-stop  from  Chicago  to  New  York  City.  I 
had  never  been  on  a plane  before  and  now  my  dream  was  coming  true*.. I was 
flying I 

The  Airlines  people  already  knew  that  I was  doubly  handicapped]  they 
were  just  wonderful  to  me.  As  soon  as  all  safety  belts  were  adjusted  the 
planers  great  engines  started  to  roar  and  we  moved  slowly  down  the  runway, 
gathering  speed  as  we  went.  Suddenly  we  were  off  the  ground  and  climbing. 

The  noise  must  have  been  terrific  because  the  vibration  was  such  that  I was 
sure  my  head  would  crack... I chewed  down  hard  on  my  Spearmint  1 Up  and  up 
we  went.. .and  then  a3J.  of  a sudden  we  were  above  the  overcast  in  brilliant 
sunshine,  with  blue  sky  above  and  white  downy  cloud  below.  After  we  stopped 
climbing  the  engines  settled  down  to  a contented  throb  and  the  vibration 
was  very  pleasant.  We  just  seemed  to  float  along  >'on  air"* 

We  left  Chicago  at  twelve  noon  and  at  one  o’clock  a delicious  lunch 
was  served,  which  proved  to  be  a regular  dinner  with  roast  ham  and  all  the 
trimmings.  They  have  small  portable  tables  which  hook  on  the  arms  of  the 
seat  so  that  it  is  over  your  lap.  The  food  is  served  on  trays  which  have 
compartments  for  each  dish  so  that  nothing  can  be  spilled  or  knocked  over. 

It  is  all  very  pleasant,  clean,  and  most  comfortable  traveling  on  those 
large  planes. 

The  stewardess’  and  I became  acquainted,  for  I asked  them  to  print  block 
letters  on  the  palm  of  my  hand.  Since  I have  speech,  many  people  do  not  re- 
alize that  I am  totally  deaf , and  sometimes  it  is  hard  to  convince  them,  I 
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do  not  ask  them  to  write  to  me  on  paper  anymore  as  it  is  getting  too  hard 
for  my  one  "good"  eye  to  read*  The  seat  next  to  me  was  vacant.  Many  people 
stopped  and  chatted  and  it  was  a most  delightfixl  experience  for  me,  I had 
my  braille  magazine  with  me  to  keep  occupied  but  I had  little  time  for  read- 
ing, 

VJhen  it  started  getting  rough  again,  the  stewardess  came  to  say  we 
would  soon  start  downward,  and  she  refastened  my  safety  belt.  Then  we  did 
start  down  and  it  was  the  most  wonderful  experience, ,, we  Just  seemed  to 
bounce  and  slide  and  dive,  and  the  engines  vibrated  gently,  I felt  the 
landing  wheels  being  lowered.., and  after  some  time  a slight  bump,,. and  we 
were  on  the  runway  racing  along  at  a great  pace  which  gradually  slowed,  un- 
til at  last  we  stopped  way  out  in  the  airfield.  Just  three  hours  and  thirty 
minutes  after  leaving  Chicago  I was  in  New  York  and  my  brother,  Fred,  and  my 
nephew,  Fred  Junior,  were  right  there  to  meet  me.  Happy  landingl 

Neither  Fred,  his  wife  Joyce,  Fred  Junior  nor  his  sister  Kathy  knew  the 
one  hand  manual  alphabet.  They  had  secured  a printed  alphabet  card  but  had 
not  had  time  to  learn  it  all,  I put  an  end  to  their  anxiety  by  telling  them 
Just  to  print  block  letters  on  my  hand  and  in  no  time  we  were  all  talking 
and  laughing,  Fred  Junior  Just  would  not  believe  that  he  could  talk  to  me 
tool  He  is  eight  years  old,  Elmsford,  where  my  brother  lives,  is  a small 
town  twenty  miles  outside  of  New  York  City,  right  in  the  hills, ..beautiful 
country.  The  leaves  of  the  sugar  maple  were  not  quite  ready  to  fall,  a riot 
of  gold  and  orange  and  yellow.  All  shades  of  red  and  brown  brightened  the 
other  trees.  The  Hudson  River  was  not  far  away  and  every  day  we  went  for 
drives  to  visit  Joyce’s  people  and  friends  of  the  family.  Everybody  talked 
to  me  by  the  block  letter  method, 
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Then  one  day  — another  dreamed  of  experience  — Joyce  and  I took  the 
train  to  New  York  City  and  visited  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind. 

Down  in  the  entrance  we  sent  word  up  to  Miss  Rauch  that  we  had  arrived.  When 
we  stepped  out  of  the  elevator  on  the  fourth  floor,  there  she  was  to  welcome 
us,  and  I fell  in  love  with  her  at  once.  She  is  a lovely  person,  so  kind 
and  understanding,  so  viitty  and  so  gay  and  friendly.  She  has  the  kind  of 
smile  that  won’t  come  off  and  her  eyes  twinlde.  We  had  a very  pleasant 
visit.  First,  Miss  Rauch  said  she  too  had  tried  to  master  the  manual  alpha- 
bet but  had  not  had  time.  Again  the  good  old  block  letter  method  came  to 
the  rescue  and  wo  soon  were  having  a gay  time.  Someone  happened  to  be  tell- 
ing Joyce  about  talking  books  and  Miss  Rauch  asked  me,  ’’Have  you  a talking 
book?”  ’’Why,”  I said,  flabbergasted  at  the  question,  ”1  have  LOTS  of  talk- 
ing books!”,  pointing  to  the  palm  of  my  hand.  Was  her  face  red.  We  started 
on  a tour  of  the  most  interesting  parts  of  the  Foundation,  and  I wish  to  say 
that  all  the  people  I met  there  are  just  as  nice  as  they  can  be.  Though  I 
had  not  the  opportunity  to  talk  with  them  personally,  I felt  their  friendly 
attitude  and  interest,  V\fe  were  shown  many  useful  and  interesting  gadgets 
for  the  use  of  the  blind  and  the  deaf-blind.  After  we  had  seen  all  of  in- 
terest and  met  many  nice  people.  Miss  Rauch  took  us  to  lunch,  idiich  we  en- 
joyed very  much,  lingering  over  our  coffee  and  talking  for  a long  time. 
Finally  we  parted.  Miss  Rauch  to  return  to  the  office  and  we  to  the  Grand 
Central  Station, 

After  one  week  in  New  York  I flew  to  Columbus,  Ohio  to  visit  my  younger 
brother,  Joe,  Joyce  and  the  two  children  took  me  to  LaGuardia  Airport.  The 
officials  wanted  me  to  board  the  plane  twenty  minutes  ahead  of  the  other 
passengers.  When  the  pilot  himself  came  after  me  and  said  we  could  all  get 
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on  if  we  wished,  Fred  Junior  was  in  the  plane  in  two  jumps  and  making  him- 
self at  homei  I am  sure  he  will  fly  sojTie  day.  The  stewardess  on  this  plane 
was  a Miss  Morgan,  and  she  had  a good  laugh  when  I told  her  I had  not  had 
any  lunch  because  I expected  another  big  meal  on  the  plane.  But  alasl  This 
was  a smaller  plane  and  all  we  could  have  was  coffee  to  drinkl  My  second 
take-off  was  much  different  for  I knew  what  to  expect  and  felt  right  at  home, 
noise  and  all.  It  was  a beautiful  day,  sunny  and  calm.  I sat  all  the  way 
with  a lady  who  was  returning  to  her  home  in  Columbus  and  we  became  good 
friends.  Our  plaie  stopped  for  a half  an  hour  at  Pittsburgh,  on  the  way. 

This  flight  took  longer  than  the  non-stop  from  Chicago  to  New  York,  and  I 
was  glad  of  it. 

My  brother  and  family  met  me  at  the  Columbus  Airport.  After  my  visit, 
to  my  dismay,  my  brother  Joe  decided  to  drive  me  back  home.  I argued.  I 
fussed.  I wanted  to  fly  back.  But  no.  He  had  a good  excuse,.,he  wanted 
to  go  to  our  home  town  and  visit  the  folks,  and  it  was  a good  chance  to  go 
and  take  me  with  him.  The  rest  of  my  trip  was  made  on  terra  firma. ..it  was 
an  all-d^y  drive,  U60  miles.  The  day  was  perfect  and  we  had  a grand  time. 
After  Joe  returned  to  Columbus,  I stayed  at  home  a few  days  after  which  my 
mother  and  sister  drove  me  back  to  Evanston, 
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A PEPPY  MYSTERY 


(With  apologies  to  Don  Ricardo  Kinney  and  Mr,  Burnie  Devine) 

Lillie  and  Co.,  Inc# 

Now  that  I am  again  able  to  eat  an  occasional  sweet.  Stubby  often 
(How  often?  None  of  your  business.)  brings  me  a bit  of  sweets.  The 
other  mid -night,  when  he  got  in  from  work,  ho  handed  me  one  of  my  fa- 
vorites, a sizeable  bar  of  chocolate  peppermint  cream.  Not  being  hun- 
gry just  then,  for  once  any  way,  I put  it  into  the  refrigerator  for  fu- 
ture reference c 

The  next  afternoon,  being  bored  and  wanting  something  to  do,  I de- 
frosted the  refrigerator  and,  as  usual,  shoved  all  the  contents  out  onto 
the  table,  including  the  still  uneaten  bar  of  candy,  later,  I put  every- 
thing back  but  could  not  remember  whether  I put  that  candy  in  or  not,  as 
you  will  see. 

Next  morning,  as  Stubby  was  going  to  have  his  10  o'clock  cup  of  cof- 
fee, I decided  to  have  my  10  o'clock  bite  of  peppermint  bar  but  when  I 
went  to  get  it,  nary  a single  sign  of  that  bar.  Stubby  accused  me  of  hav- 
ing eaten  it  in  my  sleep.  This  I denied.  We  searched  all  over;  not  a bit 
of  candy.  So,  deciding  that  I had  knocked  it  from  the  table  and  that 
Fritz,  the  new  pup,  had  found  it,  and  knowing  a good  thing,  swiped  it,  I 
drank  some  buttermilk.  What  an  awful  substitute  for  my  candy  bar... 

At  noon  I made  hot  cakes  for  Stubby  and,  as  I had  the  "little  brown 
jug"  of  milk  handy,  I poured  myself  a glass  for  lunch.  As  we  started  to 
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eat,  I said,  "I  would  give  a pretty  to  know  what  became  of  that  candy 
bar,'*  AND  took  a gulp  of  milk  as  Stubby  took  a bite  of  hot  cake  AND 
the  mystery  was  solved. ..Jumping  up,  I dashed  off  and  got  the  "little 
brown  jug"  of  milk  and  a spoon  and  went  fishing  and  dug  out... the  long, 
lost  bar  of  peppermint  candy.  It  had  slipped  from  the  top  wire  shelf 
and  fallen  into  the  milk,  and,  poor  thing,  being  unable  to  swim,  had 
drownded ... 

P,S.  I like  peppermint  flavored  milk  BUT  Stubby  says  that  he  personally 
does  not  like  peppermint  flavored  hot  cakes.  Do  you????? 
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FOUNDATION  SPOTLIGHT 


Our  Library 

One  of  the  most  attractive  spots  in  the  American  Foundation  for 

S; 

;.r. 

the  Blind’s  headquarters  is  the  library,  located  on  the  main  floor  of 
1^  West  l6th  Street* 

One  of  the  most  vibrant  and  dynamic  personslities  of  the  A.F*B* 
staff  is  Miss  Helga  Lende,  our  librarian. 

As  early  as  192^,  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind  was  in- 
terested in  building  up  a special  library,  but  funds  were  scarce  and  it 
was  not  until  March  1929y  that  Miss  Lende  joined  the  Foundation  family. 
In  the  years  that  she  has  fostered  the  library’s  growth,  20,000  cata- 
logued items  have  been  collected.  It  is  largely  due  to  her  perseverance 
and  diligence  that  the  library  now  has  an  international  reputation  in 
the  field  of  work  for  the  blind. 

Miss  Lende  is  a native  of  Norway.  After  her  graduation  from  the 
University  of  Oslo,  she  came  to  the  United  States  in  1923  to  study 
library  work.  She  holds  a degree  in  Library  Science  from  the  New  York 
Library  School  which  later  was  incorporated  into  the  Columbia  Univer- 
sity School  of  Library  Science. 

In  addition  to  her  command  of  English  and  Norwegian,  Miss  Lende 
reads  German,  French  and  Spanish,  This  remarkable  linguistic  gift 
has  proven  to  be  of  invaluable  service  for  it  allows  her  to  translate 
many  articles  and  pamphlets  on  subjects  concerned  with  work  for  the 
blind,  which  otherwise  would  not  be  available. 
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Miss  Lende  has  also  spearheaded  the  Foundation’s  efforts  in  pub- 
lishing literature  of  value  to  workers  for  the  blind.  In  1938^  she 
took  over  the  publishing  of  the  Directory  of  Activities  for  the  Blind 
in  the  United  States  and  Canada.  A new  edition  of  this  work  is  brought 
out  every  two  years.  She  also  maintained  the  Directory  of  Periodicals 
and  a complete  file  of  Federal  and  State  legislation  affecting  the 
blind.  All  such  laws  are  codified  and  up  to  date. 

In  19140,  she  completed  an  Annotated  Bibliography  of  literature  on 
the  blind  which  has  received  widespread  recognition.  A new  edition  is 
now  in  the  process  of  publication. 

In  Hay,  1952,  Miss  Lende  inaugurated  the  new  AFB  Publications 
series.  These  pamphlets  are  written  by  members  of  the  professional 
staff  of  the  Foundation,  workers  for  the  blind,  individuals  in  allied 
fields,  or  by  Miss  Lende.  They  are  meeting  a wide  demand  in  the  field 
of  work  for  the  blind  and  are  outstanding  for  their  professional  content 
and  attractive  appearance. 

Over  and  above  nation-wide  recognition  for  her  outstanding  achieve- 
ments as  librarian,  we  salute  Miss  Lende  for  her  keen  sense  of  humor, 
her  cooperative  spirit  and  her  devotion  to  her  work. 
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CLIPPED  FROM  THE  NEWSPAPER 


Several  weeks  ago  in  one  of  the  New  York  papers  there  was  a won- 
derful picture  of  Bennie,  a black  and  white  English  spaniel,  which  bore 
this  amusing  caption  - ''Dog  on  Way  to  Master  in  Germany  Becomes  Six"* 
Bonnie  is  veiy  pretty  vii'ch  the  sad;  mournful  eyes  and  long  floppy  ears 
of  the  spaniel,  and  the  puppies  are  adorable*  Three  of  them  are  all 
black  and  two  black  and  white  just  like  their  mother* 

The  story  is  as  follows: 

"Some  time  ago  an  Army  officer  arranged  with  a neighbor  to  ship  to 
him  his  black  and  white  English  spaniel  named  Bonnie,  Yesterday  Bonnie 
was  in  a crate  at  Idlewild  Airport,  waiting  to  be  placed  aboard  a Pan 
American  plane  for  Geimiany,  where  the  officer  is  stationed,  when  it  was 
discovered  that  Bonnie  had  company  - a litter  of  five  pups*  The  airline 
took  the  mother  and  pups  to  a veterinary  hospital,  notified  the  shipper 
and  asked  for  advice.  The  neighbor  said  she  would  write  the  officer, 
telling  him  he  would  get  six  dogs  instead  of  one  unless  he  advised  her 
differently  before  they  were  ready  to  travel. 

"The  veterinarian  said  Bonnie  and  her  pups  would  be  ready  for  the 
air  journey  in  three  or  four  daysi" 
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THE  FINE  AKT  OF  CARVING 


According  to  an  old  English  cook  book,  the  only  thing  you  can 
carve  at  the  dinner  table,  strictly  speaking,  is  a roast  of  beef.  For 
examples,  you  ’’spoil”  a turkey,  and  ’’unbrace”  a duck  - even  though  a 
carving  knife  is  used. 

This  news  got  to  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  where  it  was  reprinted. 

Then  in  turn  it  reached  Matanzas,  Cuba,  where  a chap  wrote  to  ask  what 
you  do  with  other  meats. 

We  delved  around  and  found  that  you  don’t  ’’carve”  a rabbit,  either, 
you  ’’unlace”  it.  Also,  you  ’’dismember”  a heron,  ’’display”  a crane,  ’ 
’’tranch”  a sturgeon,  ’’chime”  a salmon,  ’’barb”  a lobster,  and  ’’sauce”  a 
flounder.  And  if  you  are  having  a porpoise  for  dinner  (as  the  entree, 
of  course,  not  as  a guest)  be  sure  to  ’’under-tench”  it. 

Anything  else  isn’t  Emily  Post,  doncher  knowj 

Reprinted  from  TELE-NEWS, 


Editor’s  Note: 

There  are  many  other  meats  not  covered  in  the  above  article.  Do 
you  know  any  of  the  proper  terms  for  ’’carving”  the  following  meats? 
Venison,  Pork,  Lamb,  Veal,  Goose,  et  cetera. 


Did  you  know  that  King  Henry  VIII  knighted  a loin  of  beef  ’’Sir 
Loin”  and  it  has  been  known  ever  since  as  Sirloin  of  Beef J 
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BETSIE  BARKS 


HelloJ  Happy  New  Yearl  Have  you  broken  your  new  resolutions  yet? 

I have,  some  of  them.  Would  you  like  to  hear  my  New  Year's  resolutions? 
Here  they  are  - 

In  19^3  I resolve  - 

Not  to  lose  my  toys,  either  through  the  open  steps  at  home  or  down 
the  elevator  shaft  at  the  Foundation. 

Not  to  let  my  boss  go  back  to  sleep  after  she  shuts  off  the  alarm 
clock. 

Not  to  steal  Rusty’s  dinner,  unless  no  one  is  around  to  see  me  do  it. 
(Rusty  is  a cat,  you  know.) 

Not  to  let  Louise  talk  more  about  Terry,  her  dog,  than  she  does  about 
me. 

Not  to  go  out  if  its  raining,  no  matter  what  my  boss  says. 

Not  to  allow  the  window  washer  to  come  into  our  office  because  I don’t 
like  his  pail  of  water. 

Not  to  hide  when  we  are  getting  ready  to  leave  the  house  at  the  shore, 
unless  I can  find  a good  place  where  my  boss  can’t  find  me. 

Not  to  bark  at  other  guide  dogs  unless  they  think  they  are  more  im- 
portant than  I am. 

Not  to  beg  for  tidbits  except  when  I am  hiingry  (which  is  most  of  the 
time ) . 

Not  to  let  my  boss  take  all  the  credit  for  running  the  Department  of 
Services  for  the  Deaf-Blind. 
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It  doesn’t  matter  whether  I keep  these  resolutions  or  not,  and 
of  course  some  of  them  are  just  my  little  joke,  but  there  is  one  big 
wish  I hope  for  in  the  New  Year  - 

RESOLVE  - to  meet  and  know  more  and  more  deaf-blind  friends. 
Thank  you  and  good-bye. 


Betsie  Dinsmore 
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SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMENTS 


The  regular  plastic  braille  calendars,  pocket  size,  are  now 
available  (without  charge)  for  1953*  Send  your  request  for  one  to 
the  Department  of  Special  Services,  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind, 
l9  West  l6th  Street,  New  York  11,  New  York, 

If  you  have  not  used  this  type  of  calendar  before,  send  your  request 
instead  to  the  Department  of  Services  for  the  Deaf-Blind  so  that  you  may 
be  given  braille  directions,  also. 


Those  of  you  who  have  received  new  Perkins  braille  writers  and 
have  a previous  Foundation  machine,  in  useable  condition,  please  be 
good  enough  to  return  the  old  machine  to  this  Department  so  that  some 
one  else  may  enjoy  the  use  of  it. 

Thank  you! 
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HEARD  ON  THE  RADIO 


JUSTIFIABLE 

Lawyer:  ’’You  say  you  want  to  get  a divorce  on  the  grounds  that 
your  husband  is  careless  about  his  appearance?’’ 

Client:  ’’Yes,  he  hasn’t  shown  up  in  nearly  two  years*” 

CAUTION  TO  WOLVES 

Sign  in  Beauty  Parlor  window  - 

Don't  whistle  at  a girl  leaving  here.  She  may  be  your  grandmother! 

BATTLE  SCARRED 

Intern:  "Are  you  married?” 

Patient:  "No  - I've  just  been  nm  over,” 

BIG  BUSINESS 

Salesman:  "Yes,  I got  two  orders  on  my  first  day  as  a salesman* ” 
Boss:  "Fine*  L'hat  were  they?" 

Salesman:  "Get  out  and  stay  out," 

FEMININE  SKILL 

There  are  three  things  a woman  can  make  out  of  nothing  - a hat, 
a salad  and  a quarrel* 

GENUINE  CONCERN 

Aunt  Bessie  had  sent  her  young  nephew,  Tcmmy,  a beautiful  red  drum 
for  Christmas*  Imagine  her  surprise  when  Tommy  called  her  the  next  day 
to  ask,  "How  are  you  feeling  today?" 

"Why,"  she  replied,  "what  makes  you  think  I am  ill?" 

Tommy:  "Daddy  said  you  must  have  a hole  in  your  headl" 
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